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In tem a tion ally known
magician and teacher
of some of the world's
greatest magicians.

Astonish Your

Frlends

Gain the magnetîc popularity that makes you the center
of any crowd. Business and social success is assured the
man who can perform mystifying tricks. You can earn big
money on the side or as a professional, as well as being
the most popular person in your crowd. Why envy others'
skill?

You can learn Magic yourself, quickly and easily.
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The First
and Only
Course
in Magie
ever offered to th*
public teaching
Real Professional
MAGIC

s

even sleight of hand, generally supposed to require long practice, is NOW
made simple to learn. For Dr. Harlan
Tarbell, one of the really Great Magicians, has finally opened up the secrets
of his profession in a completely illustrated course offered at a merely nominal cost. Through the wonderful Tar-

lo©o a Moaitfo
bell system you will be able to mystify
and entertain your friends. After that
Dr. Harlan Tarbell takes you through
the entiremazeof sleight of hand,card
tricks and elaborate state divertisements. The apparently superhuman
doings of the accomplished magician'
becomes as simple as ABC.

Gréai Spécial Offer I
There is a tremendousdemand for magie entertainment. Clubs, Lodges,
Charity and Social affairs—ail will payhighfees to the man who knows
Magic. Dr. Harlan Tarbell really gets as high as $250 for a half hour's
work right now. Opportunity everywhere to make money aside from
your regular <- upation. Salesman find it a tremendous asset. Find
out ail about this unprecedented opportunity to learn Magic. Learn
about the great Spécial Price and Easy Payment Offer we are making
Now, for a limited time only. The coupon brings full détails without
any obligation. Mail it TODA Y.
_
Studio 11-95
f
Tarbell System, Inc., ^cag^Sl^noïI

Mail This Coupon NOW!
Tarbell System, Inc., Studio 11-9S
1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, Illinois
Gentlemen: Without any obliRation send me your free
literature and information ail about your wonderful
Tarbell Course in MaRic." AIso tell me about your
great Spécial Price Offer and Easy Payment Plan—
offered NOW toi limited time only.
Marne
Addtttt
Me
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Our Cover
this month depicts a scene from the story entitled. "The Octopus Cycle." by Irvin Lester and Metcher Pratt, m which the
small gronp of natives, beaded by the American scicntist and
a Frenchraan, are fleeing from the scene of battle agamst a
hiehly organized army of enormous animais pt the mollusK
order. Scveral of the natives are caught up m the tentacles
of the octopuscs, only to vanish almost mstantly.

THE GOLDEN GIRL OF MUNAN, by Harl
Vincent. "Neccssity is the mother of invention."
Hatred, or a lust for revenge, also cnables a person
to perform wonders. What a very few scientists,
exiled with a small group-oî radicals, finally invent
on a small island off in the uncharted seas, is
graphically told by our new author, who not only
bas a vivid imagination, but, being an engineer of
high standing, bas an adéquate amount of scientific knowledge from which to dravv.
BARON MUNCHHAUSEN'S SCIENTIFIC
ADVENTURES, by Hugo Gernsback. Mars, according to most scientists, is an almost inexhaustible source of interest, and our friend, the
Baron, being avid for interesting information and
expériences, and having a knack for learning everything worth while knowing, continues, in his own
manner, to tell us about the cities of Mars and
bow the planets look, as seen through the powerful Martian telescopes. He also advances an entirely new theory as to how the Martians might
make life bearable on their desert planet
THE BLUE DIMENSION, by Francis Flagg. Of
course, you will remember Mr. Flagg's past stories,
"The Master Ants" and "The Machine Man of
Ardathia." In "The Blue Dimension," he has produced a real thriller. Here he takes us to another
plane; a différent world, and it is a most convincing story, too. Doh't miss it, by any means.
THE INVISIBLE MAN, by H. G. Wells. While
thefe bave been many battles fought in our Discussions Department as to certain Wells' stories,
the editor makes the prédiction that "The Invisible
Man" will be acclaimed by ail of the readers of
AMAZING STORIES. "The Invisible Man" no
doubt is a scientifiction story, plus. It is one of
those stories that is well nigh perfect. Of ail the
"invisible" type of stories ever written, anywhcre,
we unhesitatingly say this is the best and by far
the most scientific.
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Some people rncasure supcess in
terœs of money and others in degrce
of knowledge and culture. Chemistry
is the onc uncrowded profession today
that offers both. America, ahvays a land
of amazing opportunities, is cspecially so
now in the field of applied Chemistry. Industries have developed within eight years
more rapidly than the output of traincd mon
to conduct them. Evcry big industry nceds
chemists and there is a rcal clcmand for them
immediately.
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Earn a Bigger
v<-v
Salary from now on
Good Chemists Command High Salaries
»
Not only are there boundless opportunities for amassing wealth in
Chemistry, but the profession affords congenial employmcrit at good
salaries to hundreds of thousands who rnerely follow ont its présent
applications. These applications arc innumerablo, touching intimately
evcry business and evcry product in the world. The work of the chemist
can hardly 1»; callcd work at ail. It is the keenest and most enjoyable
kind of pleasure. ïhe days in a chcmical laboratory are fillcd with
thrilling and delightful expérimentation, with the alluring prospect of a
discovery tha t may spell Fortune ahvays at hand to spur your enthusiasm.
You can make yourself independent for life by unearthing
one of Chemistry's undiscovered secrets
Do you remember how the taies of pirate gold used to firc your imagination and make you want to sail the uncharted seas in search of treasure and
adventure? And then you would regret that such things were no longer
donc. But that is a mistake. They arc done—today and evcry day—not on
desert islands, but in the chemioal laboratorics throughout your own country. Quietly, systematically, the chemist works. llis work is difficult, but
more adventurous than the blood-curdling deeds of the Spanish Main. Instead of meeting an early and violent death on some forgotten shore, he
gathers wealth and honor through his valuahle contribut ions to humanity.
Alfred Nobel, the Swedisb ehemist who invented dynamite, marie so many millions that
the income alonc from his bequests providea five 540,000 prises every ycar for the advaneement of seîcnee and peacc. Ilerman Frasch, who showed how to extract sulphur, buîlt
np a huge fortune. C. M. Hall, the ehemist who discovered how to manufacture aluminum,
made millions through this discovery. F. G. Cottrell, who devised a valuable process for
rec.overiiiK the waate from Hue gaaes, James Gayley, who showed how to save enonnous
lossea in stccl manufacture, I,. 11. Baekeland, who invented Bakelite—these are only a
few of the men to whom fortunes have comc through their chemical acbievemeuts.
YOU CAN LEARN AT HOME
To qualifv for this remarkable calling requires specializcd training. Formerly it was
ncccssarv to attend a university for several years to acquire that training, but thauks
to our highly perfected nn<l thorough System of instruction, you can now slay at home,
keep your position, and let us educate you in Chemistry dunng your sparc time. Eycn
with only common schooling you can tako our course and cquip yourself for immédiate
practical work in a chemical laboratory.
EASY MONTHLY PAVMENTS
l'on don't have to have even the small price of the course to start. You can pay for
it i(i small monthly amounts—so small that you won't feel them. The cost of the course
is very low, and inctudes everything, even the chemistry outfit—there are nq extras to
buy with our course. Our plan of monthly payments places a chemical éducation within
thé reach of evcryonc.
MAIL THE COUPON FOR FREE BOOK
Your ntimc and address on the coupon will brine you by return mail our interosting free
book, "OPPORTUNITIES FOU CHEMISTS," and full particulars about the course
and whfct it will do for you. You owo it to yourself to get this book. Send the coupon
right now while it is fresn in your inind. Or just write your name and addressi on
« a postal
and mail to us. But whatever you do, act today.
SEIZE THIS OPPORTUNITY—MAIL COUPON NOW !
Chemical Institute of New York, Inc.
Home Extension Division 5
16-18-A-East 30th Street

New York, N. Y.

m
Just a Few Letters
From Students Who Have
Taken This Course
You
will
bo pleascd
to
learn one probably
of the lessons
gave me
an idea to turn m y chemical
knowledge to prolltable account.
I am now making a varnlsh and
Paint whlci» undersells the other
type
products
$2.60Have
a gallon.
In some
cases by
more.
been
rccclvlng gallon orders from painter.s during past week wblch h as
netted me a profit of $12.50 for
my
chemicalfor industry."* spare-time
Many thauks
your
training thus far.
J. J. TCF.I.r/Y.
I am but balf-way through your
course
am certainmany
that I tlmes
have
saved and
my Company
the cost of tho course and ralscd
mysclf
fn the
shareholders"
estimation. The
knowledge
obtalncd
bas
Its
andimmédiate
I do notpractical
hcsltatcapplication
In saying
your course and Ihc Personal attention you glvc is invaluablo lo
the practical man in any business
where chemistry playsa part. You
may address
use thistolettcr
and my namc
and
the furiherance
of
your good work.JOHN WALTER.
I bave not wrlttcn slnce I rccelved the blg set, l can stlll say
that lt' far cxceeded my anticipations. Sincc I have been studylng
with your school I bave been appolnted chemist for the Scrauton
Coal Co., testlng ail the coal and
ash by arc
proximatc
The
lessons
helpinganalysls.
me wonderfully, and the mterestlng way lu
which they are wrltten makes me
walt patlontly
for cach
lesson.
MORLAÏS
COUZENS.

m
T. O'CONOR SLOANE,
A.B..A.M.,LL.D.,Ph.D.
NotedInstnictor,Lccturer and Author. Formerly Treas-ror American Chemical Society
and a practical chemist
with many well-known
achievements to his
crédit. Not only has
Dr. Sloane taught chemistry for years but he
was for many years engaged in commercial
chemistry work.

EXPERIMENTAL EQUIPMENT FURNISHED
TO EVERY STUDENT
We gîve to every student. without additional charge, this chemical
equipment, including fifty-two pièces of laboratory apparatua
and supplies, and fifty-two différent chemicals and reagents. Theso
comprise the apparatus and chemicals used for the expérimental
work of the course. The fitted heavy wooden box serves not only
as a case for the outfit, but also as a useful laboratory accessory
for performing countlcss experiments.
CHEMICAL INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK, INC.
Homo Extension Division 5
16-18-A-East 30lh Street, New York, N. Y.
Plcase send me at once, without any obligation on my part,
your free book, "Opportunities for Chemists,'* and full
particulars about the Expérimental Equipment given to
every student. Also please tell me about your plan of payment.
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY
STATE
A-S-5-28
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Radio

A COMPLETE library of money-saving Radio Books and patterns—
published by the Consrad Company, Radio's largest and raost reliable
publishers of books and patterns.
No subject is missed—AU thc latest circuits of proven merit—books on
ail the modem trends and hovv to keep your set up-to-date—ail the problems
that ever annoyed the amateur—solved.
Look over the list—if there is something you want to know or something you want to build, you are certain to find it listed.

1
^>2

0^ i-■

LOOK OVER THIS LIST
RADIO ISOOKS—25c SERIES
1—Tips for the Radio Constructor. 2—How to Make Practical Radio Roceivers.
4—Radio Questions answcred. 5—Loud Talkers and How to Build Them.
6—How to Tune Your Radio Sel. 7—One Hundred and Flfç Radio Hookups 8—AU About Radio Parts. 9—History and Opération_oi \ acuum Tubes.
10—The Neutrodyne and AU About II. H-How Rad.o Is Received. 12—
The Radio Trouble Findcr. l.î—Refiex Radio Receivcrs 14—The Super
Hétérodyne. Theory and Construction. 15—How to Electnfy \our Radio Set.
17—How to Make a Wave Trap.
RADIO DIAGRAMS—60c SERIES
4—How to Make a Reinartz Receiver. 5—How to Make a Reflex Receiver.
6—How to Make a Cockaday Receiver. 7—How to Make a Neutrodyne Receiver.
a i'oriaoïe ivcccivcr. is—.w
.. ......—— ,
..
_ ,0
Make a Low Loss Receiver. 16—How to Make the Tropodyne Superdip. 18—
How to Make the Strobodync Receiv-er 19—How to M?ke the Fer'^yne Receiver. B—20 Radio Diagrams and Hook-ups. C—AU About Aenals and
Their Construction.
%

Radio News Amateurs' Handibook No. 4. 500 Radio Wrinkles. The Radio
News Super-Heterodyne Book. 1001 Radio Questions and Answers. AU About
Télévision Radio Listeners' Guide & Call Book (Quarterly) Fully returnable.
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THE CONSRAD CO., INC.,
330 Fifth Avenue, New York City
Gentlemen: Please send me books No
patterns
No
Enclosed is exact price as marked.
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Cold Fact Tomorrow

Extravagant Fiction Today

FACTS

OUTFICTIONED
By HUGO GERNSBACK

S we read the average scicntificlion story, particularly of the class where the hero is sending
power by means of some "impossible" ray and
does other probably "impossible" and certainly
extravagant things, we sometimes are apt to
smile and marvel at the audacity of the author.
We take it good-humoredly, however, because we know in our
soûls, that such things will never corne about. As a matter of
fact, many people who read such stories are prone to vent
their exaspérations—and frecjuently in no uncertain manner.
On the other liand, I maintain that the average fiction writer
now seems entirely too tame and will have to draw a great
deal more on his imagination if he is to keep going. The
reproach of the présent day fiction writer ten years fience probably will be ridicule, not because he overshot the mark, but
rather because he undershot it considerably. And so our présent
day reader snorts with disgust at the once incredible exploitations of Jules Verne and H. G. Wells, written years ago. Sincc
then science and progress have caught up with both Wells
and Verne to an astonishing degree ; what was audacious fiction
then, is so much a reality today, that some of their writings
no longer make good reading, but actually sound commonplace
and trite.
Many writers in the past have written about the queer and
so-called "impossible" effects to be had with future unknown
rays and unknown waves, but none of these authors probably
was prepared to vvrite of the "absurdities" which now have
become facts. In a curreut issue of Radio News, there will
he found an article entitled "High-Frequency Magic in the
Radio Laboratory." These astounding experiments werc made
recently by no less than the research scicntists of the General
Electric Company at Schenectady. A new vacuum tube has
made it possible, for the first time, to combine ultra-high frequencies with high power, hitherto available only for the longer
wavelcngths. The new tube works on 50,000 kilocycles (6
meters), with a power of 15 kilowatts and when the tube
begins to operate, the following are the altogether astounding
thîngs that happen ;
Men who work near the apparatus immediately notice a
distinct warming effect, although nothing touches them. The
human température is increased to nearly 100 degrees Fahrenheit
-in about fifteen minutes; the experiments were discontinued
when the body heat reachcd that température. Mind you, the
room température stayed the same—the air was not heated. A
sausage was placed in a glass tube, hung from the end of the
N

receiving aerial and in a few minutes the sausage started
steaming, showing that it was being cooked. Yet no métal ever
tohched it. With a similar arrangement, cookies have been
baked and water boiled, without any métal near them. An apple
was baked from the inside out, without any perceptible heat
to bake it. As a- matter of fact, there was no heat around the
wire of the aerial itself. An incandescent lamp pulled from
its shipping carton the first time lighted to its full brilliancy
without wires or a socket touching it.
Stranger yet, a coppcr bar lying on the floor heat-blistered
the hand that picked it up, although the métal was—and remained—cold. In other words, you actually do burn y our
fmgcrs from a cold métal, which is at room. température.
A neon tube, suspended in the room, without anything
touching it, lights up to its brilliant characteristic red glow
merely when someone touches it with his hand. EIcctrical
meters in adjoining rooms run wild and electrical instruments
at a distance are twisted or broken, making ail scientific
measuring work in the vicinity of the operating tube impossible.
Here, then, we have, in a small way, the beginning of a tremendously important art and even the scientists who performed
the experiments are loath to predict to what actual use the
new power tube may be put. Evidently, we have not as yet
scratched the surface of this particular subject. There is no
doubt in anyone's mind, who witncssed these important experiments, that power by radio is already here and while the beginnings are modest, no one dares to foretell its possibilities
five or ten years hcnce, because the wildest expectatious of
today will no doubt be exceedingly tame a few years hence.
Only three short years ago, in the December, 1925, issue
of Radio News, I wrote an éditorial entitled "Power by Wireless" and I remember a number of letters from scientists and
engineers who wrote me some rather uncomplimentary letters
and pointed out to me, that the things which I had said were
impossible and would never come about. Yet, they arc here
now and in a way have exceeded my prédictions of that time.
To be sure, what we do in the laboratory is not immediately
done on a large and practical scale, but it is usually found that
what can be accomplished in the laboratory sooner or later
will be done on a large scale after more is known and more
has been learned in the art. That was the case with radio
itself, when Hertz made his original experiment; it was the
case with the téléphoné ; it was the case with the electric light
and it was the case with the dynamo which furnishes the
power and with many others.

Mr. Hugo Cernsback speaks every Tucsday at 9.30 P. M. from IVRNY (326 meters) and 2XAL (30.90 meters) on varions scientific subjccts.
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DIMENSIONAL

ROBBERIES
by

Bob

Olsen

Author of "Four Dimensional Surgery," etc:
JHEN you arc told that more than a billion
perience like this would suffice to deter Professer Bandollars worth of bonds and other valuables
ning from any further inclination to experiment with
were stolon within a few weeks from safe
the mysteries of four-dimensional phenomena, but such
dcposit boxes throughout the United States,
was not the case. Pie insisted that he was pledged to
you will realize how imperative it was that
devote his entire sabbatical year to the development of
the criminal rcsponsible for these stupendous robberies
four-dimensional surgery and other practical applicashould be apprehended as quickly as possible.
tions of hyper-spacial theory, and nothing—not even
The true state of affairs never became generally
the risk of annihilation—could induce him to deviate
known, of course. Had even the slightest inkling of
from his plans.
the tremendous and far-reaching effects of the thefts
However, he did consent to take a protracted vacation
leaked ont to the public, it woukl undoubtedly bave
—an indulgence which he had not enjoyed for over six
caused the most disastrous ])anic in the history of the
years. It was characteristic of the man that he chose
world.
to visit England, France, Austria and Norway, chiefly
You can easily imagine vvhat would happen if it were
for the reason that in each of these countries there was
suddenly discovered that a safe deposit vault—which
an eminent scholar who had donc original work in
lias always been uni versai ly accepted as the one and
developing four-dimensional mathematics.
only place where valuables may be stored with absoThis left me with little to do, although I was still
lute safety — was no longer immune from theft.
under contract to assist Professer Banning and Doctor
Though this fact was known only to a few persons,
Mayer for the remainder of the year. I offered to
that was exactly the situation that obtained at the
cancel the agreement and even urged them to release
time I learned the truth about the great safe deposit
me, but this they declined to do. Professor Banning
robberies.
insisted that as soon as he returned from abroad he
That I happened to be drawn into this extraordinary
intended to résumé his experiments in the practical
case was as fortuitous as some of the other preposterapplications of four-dimensional mathematics and that
ous things which had happened to me within the prehe would need me to help him carry ont the mechanical
ceding few months.
détails of his work.
Possibly you already know about the Hyper-Forceps,
I was told to take two months' leave of absence on
which I constructed under the direction of Professer
full pay. Professor Banning gave me permission to
Banning, the eminent authority on Four Dimensional
use his books, including one of the most complété
Mathematics.* With this device it was possible to
libraries on hyper-space that has ever been assembled,
grasp an object and, by moving it through the fourth
and suggested a course of reading for me, but he did
dimension, lift it from innot insist on my doing this.
side a closed receptacle
■
In fact, it was left entirely
without in any way disturbcourse, you ïvil ! rcmemhcr the preceding s tory by Bob
up to me to décidé how I
k-' Olsen, in which acqmintance was mode with the Four
ing the container. It was
should occupy myself durDimensional
Hyper-Forceps. In this story, we learn a lot
designed specifically for reing his absence.
more about the fourth dimension, a good dcal of which is
moving gallstones and forUp to this time, my exprobably new to most of our readers. dur author lias a
eign substances from within
périences
with four-dimenknack for handling a snbject that usually is only understood
a person's body without
by malhematicians in such a zvay thaï it becomes plain and sional devices had in some
cutting the patient's skin.
undersfandable on ils face to ail of us.
respects been rather unforYou will recall that it
tunate. Yet I could give
was during an attempt to
them crédit for putting me
perform an opération of this sort that the Hj'perin close touch with these internationally famous men,
Forceps was caught by some mysterious cosmic force
namely : William Sidelberg, Professor Banning and the
and was snatched into four dimensional space, drawing
two Mayer brothers.
with it the bodies of Doctor Paul Mayer and his patient,
It was about a month after Professor Banning's deProfesser Banning. Thanks to quick thinking on the
parture that Great Man Number Five appeared on the
part of Doctor Mayer, with a slight amount of assistscene. He was none other than William Dern, head
ance from me, a tragedy was averted and the two
of the great détective agency that bears his name.
wanderers into hyper-space were brought safely back
"Two gentlemen in the lobby to see you," was the
to our three-dimensional world.
phone message I received from the clerk in the WinOne might reasonably suppose that a harrowing exchester Hôtel.
Taking it for granted that they were reporters, I
* "Four Dimensional Surgery,: published in the February
said, "Send them up."
issue of Amazing Stories.
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With both hands, the man manlpulated the handles of the instrument until the jaws seemcd tu melt right into the thick stecl
walls of the vault. After a few seconds of problng, he withdiew the Jaws of the Hyper-Forccps. Between them dangled a tin
box whlch had been drawn right through the locked door of one of the safe deposlt compartnients.
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After introducing himself, Dern presented his companion, who turned out to be Timothy Clancy, one of
Dern's most experienced lieutenants.
Dern, a polished gentleman of forty-five, dressed in
faultless taste, did not look at ail like the conventional
détective of fiction and the movies. Clancy came much
doser to the commonly accepted idea of "Stealthy
Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth." He wore a derby bat
tilted over one eye, and was constantly chewing on a
long, black cigar. During the subséquent weeks that I
associated with Clancy, I rarely saw him without his hat
on and a cigar in his mouth, yet never once did I catch
him with his stogic lighted. He was one of those "dry
smokers" who chew an unlighted cigar until it looks
as if it had been laundered in the family washing machine and run through the wringer. When it became
too macerated to hold comfortably in his mouth, he
would throw it away and start mangling a fresh one.
I must confess that I got quite a tur'n when I learned
the identity of my visitors. Not that I had anything on
my conscience, but I bave heard so much about innocent persons being "framed" or otherwise caught in a
net of circumstantial evidence, that I couldn't help wondering just what crime I was suspected of having
committed.
Instead of setting me at ease, the opening words of
the great détective only served to accentuate my anxiety.
"I suppose you know ail about the big safe deposit
robberies?" Dern began.
In an attempt to cover my nervousness with badinage,
I answered, "l'm like Will Rogers—ail I know about
crime is what I read in the papers. To tell you the
truth, I haven't been intcrested enough in these robberies you speak of to read more than the headlincs."
"In that case l'd better give you some of the détails.
You'll need to know them in order to get what we're
driving at. For instance, it may interest you to learn
that the total value of property which we know lias been
stolen from safe deposit vaults during the past three
weeks—probably by one person—amounts to over a
billion dollars."
"A billion dollars stolen by one individual in three
weeks !" I exclaimed. "Why, that's inconceivable !"
"Sure sounds fishy, I have to admit. But nevertheless it's true. And for ail we know the amounts we
have been able to check up may be only a small fraction of the sums that have been taken without the
owners knowing about it. As you probably know, a lot
of people don't go near their safe deposit boxes except
two or three times a year when interest coupons on their
bonds fall due. And since the banks can't open the
boxes until the customers call in person, there's no
way of knowing how much more may have been taken
from boxes, which have not been opened recently."
"But what have I to do with ail this?" I interposed.
"Fin coming to that in a minute. First let me give
you the high lights of the case. So far as we know,
the first of the safe deposit robberies happened at the
Utility National Bank of Milwaukee. Not so far from
here, you'll notice."
ISTARTED to ask him if he meant that for an
insinuation, but he hurried on.

"Except for an accident, it might not have become
known for some time after it happened. We have reason to believe, however, that one of the robberies at
the Milwaukee bank was discovered the same day it
happened.
"It started with the finding of a life insurance policy
for ten thousand dollars in the waste-basket inside the
vault. The man whose duty it was to unlock the boxes
for patrons, discovered it just before closing time. Fie
took it immediately to the clerk in charge of the safe
deposit counter, who went through his records and
found that the man whose name was on the policy had
not opened his box for over a month. He got the customer on the phone and told him his policy had been
found in the basket. The next morning, the owner
opened his safe deposit box and found it absolutely
empty. Approximately twenty thousand dollars worth
of bonds had been removed from the box.
"Within the next few days several other renters rcported thefts aggregating about half a million dollars.
"We were called into the case at the very outset, so
we were able to get a complété record of everything
that had happened to date.
"At first it looked like an inside job. Maybe you've
heard of a similar sériés of robberies that happened in
Los Angeles about three years ago. We hung that on
the bank employée who had the job of opening the
customers' boxes.
"Of course you know how a safe deposit vault is
run?" he digressed.
"To tell you the truth, I do not. Since I never
owned a bond or anything else worth safeguarding, I
haven't had occasion to familiarize myself with the
procédure employed in a safe deposit vault."
"Maybe Fd better explain it then. When you rent a
box, you get two keys which are duplicates and are the
only ones in existence that will open your box. Even
the company that installed the vault is not able to
make a third key that will fit your lock. If you lose
one key, you can have a duplicate made from the other
one, but if both keys become lost at the same time, the
only way to open your box is to force the door, which
is a long hard job. This destroys the old door and
nécessitâtes installing a new door with a new set of
keys.
"Ordinarily, when you first rent a box, you would
put one of the keys on your key-ring and, if you happened to be married, you would hand the duplicate key
to your wife, so if you got drowned at sea or disappeared, she could open the box. The bank keeps on
file a card with your signature and that of your wife or
other person authorized to open the box.
"Before you are allowed to enter the vault, you
have to sign a slip in the presence of the attendant and
this slip is compared with the signature on file. If
someone happened to find or steal your key, the only
way he could use it would be by forging your signature while the bank employée is watching him—a thing
which is extremely difficult, if not impossible.
"As an additional précaution, each box has two keyholes, one for your private key and the other for a
master key kept by the bank. Neither key alone will
unlock the box, but when both the bank's key and yours
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are tlirned in the lock, the door of the compartment
opens. The valuables are contained in a tin box which
may be removed and taken to a table in the middle of
the vault, or, in case a customer wishes privacy, he
may go into a stnall room or closed booth adjoining
the vault.
"Whcn the attendant unlocks your box, he immediately removes the bank's master key, but leaves your
key in the lock. On replacing your box, you close the
door and turn the key, thus locking the compartment.
So you see that, while the bank's key is needed to
unlock the door, only your own key is needed to lock
it. Is ail that clear?"
I assured him that it vvas. Ile continued thus:
"The method used by the bank employée in Los
Angeles was so simple that it's funny no one ever had
thought of it before. He would notice the customers
that were in the habit of taking their valuables into
one of the private booths and staying there for some
time. When, as it frequently happened, the vault was
unoccupied while one of these customers was going
through his papers, the bank attendant would remove
the customer's key, make a wax impression of it, and
quickly put it back in the lock again.
"From this wax impression he would file ont a
duplicate key, and the next time he was alone in the
vault, he would open the patron's box and rifle it of
its contents, after which he would lock it. In this way
he lifted about a hundred thousand dollars worth of
bonds, but we set a trap for him and finally landed him
in jafl.
"A confidential report of this case was sent to the
président of every bank in the country and practically
ail of them adoptée! the rule of requiring ail customers
who left the vault to take their keys with them. That
rule was being enforced in the Milwaukee bank at the
time the big robbery took place there, so the wax
impression scheme could hardly have been used. Another thing that made us give up the idea that this was
an inside job was the fact that the only person who
was in a position to pull anything of this sort was the
man who had reportcd finding the insurance policy.
Naturally, if he were a thief, he would have known
better than to throw the policy in the waste-basket and
even if he had been such a dumb-bell, he certainly
would not have reported it to the bank officiais.
"At that, we put the poor guy through the third
degree and checked up on his private life and the
amount of money he had been spending, but we couldn't
get anything on him.
"Just about this time, five other banks—four in Chicago and one in Détroit—reported similar robberies
and we knew at once that the jobs were being pulled
from the outside and that we had to deal with one of
the cleverest and most dangerous crooks that ever
lived."
"But surely, you don't suspect me!" I blurted out.
Dern grinned and Clancy laughed out loud.
"Say, kid," the latter chuckled, "didn't you hear the
chief say that this guy is one of the cleverest and
most dangerous crooks that ever lived? You don't
think that picture fits you, do you ?"
"Oh, I see what you are driving at. You don't think
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l'm clever enough to be a crook," I said in rejoinder.
Clancy opened his mouth for a comeback, but Dern
eut him short. "Shut up, Clancy, and let me do the
talking."
To me he said, "Don't mind him. l'm sure he didn't
mean anything by that crack." Then, with a twinkle in
his eye, he again addressed his assistant. "You know,
Clancy, sometimes these collège guys are smarter than
they look. Rcmember the D'Autremont case? If it
hadn't been for the accurate description of the crooks
which a California prof essor doped out of an old pair
of overalls, we'd never have caught those birds.
"But to answer your question," he resumed. "Of
course we don't suspect you. I don't mind telling you
though that we did check up on you—just as a measure
of précaution. But, since you have not been outside of
Winchester for over threc months, you have an ironclad alibi and a clcan bill of health. The reason we
came to you is that you are an expert on the fourth
dimension."
I protested: "l'm afraid you have been misinformed.
I know a Httle bit about hyper-space, but hardly enough
to be called an expert."
"But didn't you invent some kind of jigger for taking
out a man's gizzard without opening him up?"
"You mean the Hyper-Forceps. But it wasn't tny
invention. I merely helped Professer Banning work
out the mechanical détails of his idea. Furthermore,
since it was just a forceps or device for picking up
articles and had no cutting edges, it could be used only
for removing unattached articles like foreign substances
and gall-stones."
"Nevertheless, you may be able to help us. Perhaps
we are on a wild goose chase, but we have learned that
in tracking criminals, we can't overlook even the most
insignificant clew or the most improbable possibility,
if you know what I mean.
"Our coming to you was suggested by a newspaper
story. In referring to the lack of any satisfactory
explanation of the sériés of robberies, the reporter said,
'the robber must have worked through the fourth
dimension.'
"Ail I want to find out from you is whether it would
actually be possible for anyone to remove the contents
from a safe deposit box without opening the door."
"As easy as shooting fish," I assured him. "I could
do it myself with the Hyper-Forceps."
"The hell you could !"
This was from Clancy.
"Excuse me, Mister Clancy," said Dern in a swect
tone of voice, "but suppose you try keeping your ears
open and your mouth shut." Then, turning to me.
"Please pardon the interruption. You were just saying that with the Hyper-Forceps you could remove the
contents of a safe deposit box without opening the
door. Would you mind explaining just how this astonishing thing could be donc?"
"Not at ail. Simply by moving it through the fourth
dimension. Are you familiar with the fundamental
principles of hyper-space?"
"l'm afraid not, although I have read the two magazine stories which you wrote on the subject."
"So did I," the unsuppressible Clancy butted in.
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"And whcn I got through reading them, I knew a
darn sight less than when I started."
Both Dern and I got a huge kick ont of that.
"l'm sorry my stories didn't get over, but perhaps
I can explain the fourth dimension in simple, everyday language—so even Mister Clancy can understand it."
THIS brought a chuckle from Dern and a grunt
from Clancy.
"Every object we know of bas three dimensions."
I vvent on. "We call these dimensions length, width
and thickness.
For purposes of measurement, we
alvvays consider these dimensions to be at right angles
to each other, thus" : I picked up my fountain peu and
two pencils and held them in my hand in such a position that they intersected each other at right angles.
"Now, if Mister Clancy will loan me one of those long
cigars which lie lias in his pocket, l'U attempt to show
you what is meant by the fourth dimension."
Clancy gave me a stogie and I placed the end of it
at the intersection of the three other objects.
"Ail I hâve to do is place this cigar so it is at right
angles to the pen and the two pencils, but is not in the
same straight line with either of them, and the stogie
will represent the fourth dimension."
"Let's see you do it!" challenged Clancy.
"I don't claim that I can do it. One reason why I
can't is that neither of these objects cornes anywhere
near being like a line, which would have neither width
nor thickness, but only length. However. I can draw
a picture showing what a cube would look like if it
were extended into four dimensions. Mathematicians
call such an object a tesseract or hyper-cube. It is what
you'd get if you moved a cube having a volume of one
cubic inch for a distance of one inch in the direction
of the fourth dimension. And while l'm about it, l'U
illustrate my point still further by drawing a picture of
a three-dimensional transparent glass cube, as it looks
from a point directly above it." I picked up a piece of
paper and drew these two sketches :

1<«-V
Four Bimensional Cube
or Tesseract.

Three Dlmenslonal Glass
Cube as seen from directly
overhead.

"Of course you understand that this is drawn in
perspective and for that reason it looks somewhat distorted to anyone who is not accustomed to looking at
four-dimensional objects. To get the idea, you'll have
to use your imagination. The small cube in the center
is really exactly the same size as the outer cube. It's
somewhat similar to the effect you get when you look
straight down on a three-dimensional cube made out of

transparent glass. What you seem to see is a square
with a smaller square inside it, and with the corners
of the two squares connected with diagonal lines. Yet
you know perfectly well that in reality both of the
square faces are equal in size and the four lines which
look diagonal are really perpendicular.
You also know that the four figures grouped around
the center square, which look like trapezoids, are in
actuality squares.
"It's exactly the same sort of effect you get from my
picture of a tesseract. You'll have to imagine that the
lines Connecting the corners of the inner cube with the
corners of the outer cube are perpendicular to ail three
edges of each of the cubes which they intersect. These
lines form the edges of four more cubes, exactly equal
in size to each of the other two cubes and grouped
around or through them.
"If you'll count tlîe varions parts of the tesseract,
you'll see that it is bounded by six cubes, twenty-four
square faces, thirty-two edges and sixteen corners.
Simple enough, isn't it ?"
"Simple as mud," grunted Clancy.
"You follow me, don't you, Mr. Dern?" I asked the
great détective.
"Well, I may be a few jumps behind you, but if you'll
travel a little more slowly and give me time, maybe
l'U catch up with you."
"Let me try another line of attack," I suggested.
"One of the best ways to grasp the possibilities of fourdimensional space is to make comparisons between
three-dimensional objects and those having only two
dimensions.
"For instance, suppose I make a two-dimensional
glove out of paper. Of course, paper bas three dimensions, but the thickness is so small compared to the
other two dimensions that we may consider the paper
to be two-dimensional in character."
I picked up a pair of scissors and quickly clipped out
a bit of paper shaped like a glove. Then I drew on
another sheet, a crude figure of a paper doll with the
palm of both hands showing.
"You'll notice that this paper glove fits only the
right hand of the doll, and no matter how I slide it
around on the paper, I can't make it fit the left hand.
But if I pick it up and turn it over through the third
dimension, it becomes a left glove and no longer fits
the right hand. In the same manner, if your righthand glove were turned over through the fourth dimension, it would fit your left hand. You mustn't confuse
this with turning the glove inside out, which would
expose the rough, unfinished inside part. When inverted through the fourth dimension, your glove would
look just the same, with the smooth finished surface
outside, but would have the thumb and fingers in such
positions that they would fit the other hand.
"Here's another comparison. See this rubber band ?
It was eut from an old inner tube. Notice that it is
rough on the inside and smooth on the outside. Without breaking or injuring it in any way, I can twist this
circulai- band through the third dimension so that now
the rough surface is outside and the smooth one is
inside.
"The same thing can be done with a tennis bail,
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by tvvisting it through the fourth dimension. Without
breaking the bail in any way, it could be turned inside
ont, so that the outside surface would become the inside
and vice versa. Do you comprehend what I mean ?"
"1 guess so," Dern hesitated.
"Sounds goofey to me," growled Clancy.
"As I und or stand it," I continued, "you are interested principally in knowing how the contents of a safe
deposit box can be removed without opening the door."
"That's exactly what I would like to know."
"1 can illustrate that with this plain rubber band or
ring. To a two-dimensional being or Flatlander, this
would be an impregnable safe deposit vault. In ordcr
to obtain access to it, he'd need a door in the side, since
it would be impossible for him to climb over the edge
of the ring. However, if he happened to get hold of a
specially constructed pair of pliers he could, without
leaving his two dimensional world, reach over the top
of the ring, through the third dimension and remove ail
the contents.
"The Hyper-Forceps which Professer Banning and
I made is nothing more nor less than a pair of pliers
or tongs, that will operate through a fourth dimension.
With it I could easily remove the contents of a safe or
closed box without opening the door."
"And where is the Hyper-Forceps now?" Dern demanded.
"Locked in a drawer at our workshop on the hospital grounds."
"Would you mind letting me see it?"
"l'd be glad to."
The hospital was but a short distance from my hôtel,
so the three of us walked over to the workshop in which
Doctor Banning and I had constructed the HyperForceps.
We had always kept the instrument in a locked
drawer of a cabinet where our dclicate tools were
stored. There were only two keys to this drawer. I
had one and Professer Banning had the other.
When I placed my key in the lock I was surprised
to find that the drawer was already unlocked. Knowing the extreme care which both Professer Banning
and I exercised whenever we handled the HyperForceps, I could not believe that either of us had
neglected to lock the drawer. With a feeling of dreadful prémonition, I opened the drawer.
It was empty !
Dern examined the lock. "H-m-m-m ! Just what I
thought ! The lock has been sprung with a screwdriver
and the boit pushed back in place. As crazy as this
four-dimensional applesauce sounds, it looks as if we
are on the right track after ail."
IF anyone had suggested that I was to become an
operative for the William Dern Détective Agency,
I should have told him he was either drunk or out of
his mind—but that's exactly what happened.
Dern talked me into it.
i He pointed out to me that, since it was now quite
apparent that the crook, who was perpetrating these
stupendous robberies, was using the Kfyper-Forceps,
and since I was the only available person who knew
how the instrument looked and was operated, my assist-
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ance was indispensable. The tremendous seriousness
of the crimes and the dangerous and far-reaching effects
they were having were also imparted to me in ternis that
left me almost gasping for breath.
"The stuft' that's been printed in the papers—bad as
it sounds—doesn't corne within a thousand miles of
describing the real state of affairs," Dern told me.
"They wouldn't dare to publish a tenth of the actual
facts.
"Just think what it means to have the security of ail
the world's safe deposit vaults suddenly destroyed. A
man might as well put his valuables in an open soap
box and leave it on the street, with a 'Help Yourself
sign on it, as to put them into a safe deposit box
thèse days.
"Did you know that ail the insurance companies
have already announced that they will no longer insure
the contents of safe deposit vaults without charging
rates that are far in excess of the incomc which a bond
owner can get from his securities?
"1 tell you, the bankers and other financiers are desperate. , They have théir backs against a wall. It
wouldn't take much to throw every bank and business
house in the country into bankruptcy. That's how important it is, that we catch this crook before he does
damage that can never be repaired."
The upshot of it ail was that I agreed to cooperate
with Dern in every possible way, with the understanding, however, that as soon as Professer Banning returned, I was to be released from duty.
In order that I might work in harmony with the rest
of the organization, I was delegated to team with
Clancy, who was in active charge of the case.
After we had become better acquainted, Clancy and
I got along famously. He grudgingly admitted that
in matters pertaining to science and mechanics, I had
just a shade the better of him, but when it came to
skill in tracking the elusive criminal to his lair, I
couldn't help handing the solid gold handeuffs to
Clancy.
His method was simple enough. As soon as it was
established with reasonable likelihood, that the criminal
was rifling the safe deposit boxes by means of the
Hyper-Forceps, it was easy to figure out just how
he would operate. His first move would be to rent a
box for himself, since that would be the only way he
could get inside the vault. Fie would make fréquent
visits to the vault until he happened to strike a time
when he was ail alone. Then, with the aid of the
Hyper-Forceps, he would remove the contents of three
or four boxes, putting the bonds and other valuables
which could easily be converted into cash, into his own
box, and carrying the worthless papers away in his
pocket. On his first robbery he had made the mistake
of throwing an insurance policy into the waste basket.
This error was never repeated.
Since we knew that our quarry was numbered among
the renters of safe deposit boxes in the varions banks
which had been robbed, the next logical step was to
obtain from these banks copies of ail new signature
cards which had been made out between the last time
I had seen the Hyper-Forceps and the date the robbery was discovered in each bank.
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From this assortment of signatures, it didn't take
a handwriting expert long to pick out the cards which
had been signed by the same person. Naturally the
crook had used différent names in each of the places he
had visited, but the tell-tale slant and shape of certain
typical letters gave him away.
Facsimile copies of ail these signatures were reproduced in large quantities and were sent to the safe
deposit departments of every bank in the United States
and Canada, with instructions to watch for signatures
similar in character. One thing that helped us most
was that the robber, for obvious reasons, had always
rented one of the largest boxes available, which was
sufficiently unusual to attract attention.
It wasn't long before we picked up a hot scent. We
received a wire from one of the largest banks in Sait
Lake City, stating that a box had just been rented to a
man whose signature was identical with one of those
on the warning sheet. Evidently he had become so
careless and cocksure that he would never be discovered, that he had even used the same alias as on one
of the previous robberies.
Without waiting even to pack a grip, Clancy and I
boarded an airplane which had been kept in readiness
for just such a call, and hopped off to the land of the
Latter Day Saints.
We landed- at Woodward Field at about two o'clock
in the afternoon and immediately went to the bank.
Upon presenting our credentials, we secured permission to keep the vault open after the regular business
hours. Under Clancy's direction, two workmen made
a few changes in the scenery.
He selected one of the small private booths, located
almost directly opposite the entrance of the vault, and
had two concealed peep holes put in the door. At the
further end of the vault there were already two large
mirrors. Clancy instructed the workmen to install four
more mirrors on the portions of the walls not occupied
by the doors of safe deposit compartments.
When this was donc he went into the "doctored"
booth and looked through each of the peep holes, while
1 moved from one part of the vault to another.
"O. K.," he finally said. "I can see you now, no
matter where you stand, as long as you're inside the
vault."
He also had wires run from the booth to the clerk's
counter with a small signal light arranged in such a
way that when the clerk pressed a button with his foot,
the light would flash on inside the booth. This was to
be our signal that the suspected person was about to
enter the vault.
As soon as the bank opened on the following morning, Clancy and I took our positions inside the booth,
but it was not until about fifteen minutes before closing time that the little light flashed on. Clancy and I
immediately put our eyes to the peep holes and waited.
The man who accompanied the bank attendant into
the vault was a tall, well-built, prosperous-looking man
of about thirty-five. After going through the customary routine of inserting each of the two keys,
opening the door and drawing the tin box part way
out of the compartment, the bank attendant withdrew
and left Mr. Suspect alone in the vault.

He took his box to the table in the center of the
vault and pretended to examine a few papers. In
reality he was stealthily looking around to see if
anyone else was at the counter preparing to enter the
vault. Apparently satisfied that he would not be interrupted, he picked up his box and carried it to his
compartment.
It happened to be in a front corner, out of sight
of anyone standing in front of the vault's entrance.
but we could easily see his reflection in one of the
mirrors.
Placing his box on the floor, he reached in his breast
pocket and drew forth a peculiar-looking article resembling a physician's forceps with two sets of handles.
"The Hyper-Forceps!" I whispered to Clancy.
SIe nodded to indicate that he had understood me.
WITH both hands, the man manipulated the handles of the instrument until the jaws seemed to
melt right into the thick steel walls of the vault. After
a few seconds of probing, he withdrew the jaws of
the Hyper-Forceps. Between them dangled a tin box
which had been drawn right through the locked door
of one of the safe deposit compartments.
Working with nervous haste, he removed "the papers
from the pilfered box and stuffed them into his own
box. Then, by using the Hyper-Forceps again, he
forced the empty box right through the closed door
of the compartment into its place.
Once again he returned to the table in the center and,
finding the space in front of the counter still unoccupied, he returned to the corner and started to perfonn the same opération on another box.
It was then that Clanc}' rose and signaled for me
to follow him.
"Have you got your gun ?" I whispered.
"Sure, but I won't need it with this bird." It turned
out that his boast was a bit prématuré.
Without making a sound, we opened the door and
tiptoed into the vault, just as the thief was removing
the second box from its compartment.
Clancy laid his hand on the crook's shoulder and
pronounced the conventional formula: "You're under
arrest."
The Hyper-Forceps, together with the safe deposit
box, clattered to the floor.
With the quickness of a rattlesnake, the criminal
reached back and grasped Clancy's neck between his
clasped hands, at the same time bending forward in
such a way that he heaved the detective's body over his
shoulder and threw him to the floor of the vault.
Clancy passed out.
Then the thug turned to me.
Before I could make a move to defend myself, he
dealt me a terrifie blow in the pit of ray stomach. I
crumpled like a deflated balloon and sunk down on top
of the stolen safe deposit box.
Though the pain was frightful, I still retained consciousness. I was horrified to see the thief take from
his pocket a wicked-looking clasp knife, which snapped
open with an ominous click.
He was quite close to me, and he must have thought
that I was out of the picture completely, for he was
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directing ail his attention to Clancy, who was just
coming to. As 1 tried to brace myself so I could sit up,
my hand touched the Hyper-Forceps.
Singular, isn't it, how rapidly one's mind sometimes
works in times of dire emergency? Almost instinctively, I grasped the handles and an instant later I
had caught the robber's hand in its jaws. With equal
rapidity, I manipulated the device for moving the jaws
into the fourth dimension.
Though I had fully anticipated what would happen,
the resuit was noue the less astounding. The knife and
the hand holding it instantly faded from sight, together
with the upper portion of the man's body. From the
waist down, however, he was still in plain sight.
Clancy was just struggling to his knees. His eyes
opened so wide that I could see fully half an inch of
white eyeball on ail sides of the pupils. With a limp
and bedraggled cigar still hanging from his blue lips
and his mashed derby cocked over one eye, he certainly was a remarkable sight.
"My Gawd !" he gasped. "There's nothing left of
• him but a pair of pants!"
"Don't worry," I assured him. "His legs are inside
the pants and Fve got the rest of him on the end of
the Hyper-Forceps. He sure is a tough egg. Maybe
you'd better tie his legs together, before I pull the top
part of him back again."
"Clancy got up and approached the weird-looking
half-body. He had no sooner corne within range, than
one of the legs shot out and dealt him a resounding
kick on his shin.
"You blankety-blank son of a blank!" Clancy swore.
"No pair of pants can kick me in the shin and get
away with it." Whereupon he brought one of his
square-toed shoes in vigorous contact with the seat of
the aforementioned pair of pants.
I felt a tug on the Hyper-Forceps which almost
pulled me ofF my feet.
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"Go easy, Clancy," I yelled. "If you don't want me
to get jerked into the fourth dimension, you'd better lay
ofï those trousers. And as for you, you dirty crook, I
don't know whether you can hear me or not, but unless
you want to commit suicide, you'd better quit struggling
and give up. If you once get loose from the grip of
this instrument you'll never be able to get back to earth
again."
He must bave heard and understood. because he immediately quieted down and submitted to having his
feet tied together with Clancy's suspenders. As soon
as this was accomplished, I pulled steadily on the hyperforceps and when the right hand came into view, Cjancy
slipped his handcufïs over the wrist and wrenched the
knife from its grasp. A moment later. we had drawn
the rest of the thief's body back into three-dimensional
space.
He turned out to be a former assistant in the X-Ray
Laboratory at the Mayer Brothers' Hospital. Evidently
he had learned about the Hyper-Forceps from snatches
of conversation he had overheard at Winchester, and
had çonceived the idea of stealing it and using it for
criminal purposes.
In his pockets and his luggage we found over a hundred safe deposit keys, ail conveniently labeled with the
names and locations of the banks to which they belonged. With the aid of these keys, we recovered ail
the stolen property except for a few thousand dollars
in cash, which he had spent for expenses.
The four-dimensional thief is now in the penitentiary. He lias been found guilty on enough counts to
keep him in jail for the next.thousand years.
As for the Hyper-Forceps, we decided it was too
dangerous an instrument to leave in a flimsily locked
drawer. It now reposes in one of the most modem,
theft-proof, non-pickable safe deposit boxes in a bank
known only to three persons. Doctor Paul Mayer has
one of the keys and I am holding the other to give to
Professor Banning as soon as he returns from abroad.

THE END.
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HERE was a long, uneasy swell on the surger of losing our grip on the natives, for we cannot at
face of the Indian Océan as though someail explam these disappearances nor prevent them. The
one were gently rocking the floor beneath
commandant says, 'Send a battalion of chasseurs,' but
it, and a hot, moist wind blew against the
it is my belief that a battalion of chausseurs would likeface of Walter Weyl, A.B., A.M., B.Sc.,
wise fail, and I send for you, for I believe the agency
as he stood against the rail of the pudgy little Mesthat destroys men thus is not human. No human would
sagères Maritimes steamer, wondering whether he
neglect the rifles.
would dare to chance a spell of seasickncss by lighting
As you know, Madagascar is a country apart. We
a well-cured pipe for the fourth time that afternoon.
have here the giant spiders, large as bats ; the lizards,
It was hot—and ofï to the west, Tamatave's houses
large as sheep, and no, not a single snake. Ail our anigleamed white and blistering against the green backmais are otilré, impossible even, and what if one more
ground of the Madagascar jungle, blued by the disimpossible than ail ... ? And thus it is to you, my rich
tance. Away to the north the coastline stretched
American friend, I appeal for myself and my country."
inimitable. It would be another.day at least before the
It had offered precious little real information, that
steamer arrived at Andovorata, and Walter Weyl, A.B.,
letter, but enough to have caused Walter Weyl to drop
A.M., B.Sc., would be able to get at the heart of the
a learned monograph on the ammonites of the Uppcr
mysterious occurrences that had brought him there.
Cretaceous and hurry across tcn thousand miles of
His mînd traveled back to the letter from bis friend
océan with microscopes, rifles and ail the equîpment of
of collège days, Raoul Duperret, now on French govthe modem scientist, to the aid of his friend.
ernment service in that mysterious land—Madagascar.
The sun went down suddehly, as it does in the
He saw it again before him, the characteristic French
tropics, and the sea was purple darkness ail at once.
handwriting, the précisé French phrasing:
Phe lights of Tamatave twinkled away behind and were
"... alas, we cannot pursue these investigations,
blotted ont ; ofï to the west was only the menacing blot
through lack of money. To you, then, my friend, I
of the huge island, forbidding and dangerous in the
appeal. To you belongs, permit me to say, that combigloom. Weyl sat musing by the rail, listening to the
nation so rare of the talent for scientific investigation
hushed voices of a couple of men in the bows.
and the means to pursue it.
Forgetting his dinner be
To you also will appertain
"
low, he fell into a half-doze,
the crédit for any discovery.
JUTERE, again, is a différent story, a thriller that you will
from which he was sud"Let me, in détail, tell
remember for tnany years to conte. And that you may
denly
awakened by a sense
not shout at once "impossible," roc are frinting in this issue
you of what we know.
of approaching evil, defian actual photograph of one of these sea créatures, which
Diouma-Mbobo is a chiefcornes prelty close to what our au/hors have in mind, excepl
nite, yet which could not be
tain of the blacks in the
that they do not roam on land, but, kcep strictly to the sea.
located. He looked about
southern part of the island,
As Curât or Dr. Ditmars, of the Bronx Zoological Gardens,
lazily. The Southern Cross
pointed ont rccently, nature is always far more surprising
who have never been reshung brilliant in the sky ;
than fiction. For instance, there are really fisk that clirnb
cued from cannibal practhere was no other light but
trees, impossible as this sounds, and they do e.vist now in
tices. He is, as far as we
India; also there are snakes that can fly from one tree to
the flare of portholes on the
know, a man who rules by
another. These things may sound impossible and fictional,
water, and no sound but
law and is of a truthfulness.
but they are facts.
the slap of waves against
Thus, when he accused the
the bows. Yet the night had
Tanôsy, who are the next
suddenly become dreadful.
tribe to him, of stealing people and eating them, we
He struggled lazily to put a name to the sense of imtook measures and did not too much believe the déniais
pending doom, and as he struggled there was a sudden
of the Tanôsy. But Diouma-Mbobo's people continue
and terrible scream from the bow—the cry of a man in
to disappear, and when the commandant sent a whole
mortal anguish and fear.
company of Senegalese to preserve order, they still
"Oh—o—o—u—" it went, running ofï into a strandisappeared. What is still more distressing, is that
gled sob, and through it eut the shout of the other
some of the Senegalese also disappeared, and save but
sailor, "Secours ! Secours ! Ferent..." and the sound
a solitary rifle or two found in the jungle, no trace of
of a blow on soft flesh.
them remains.
Weyl leaped to his feet and ran forward; there was
* "There is some fear in the island and we are in danthe sound of a slamming door, and a quick patter of
m
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. . . into the clearing, with an oild semblance o£ order, came a half-dozen, a dozen, twenty ot those terrible umbrella-like shapes,
movlng dellberately, but covering the ground as fast as a man mns. ... A shot was tollowed by an order, a bugle note and the
irrltating crash o£ the vollcy, which shaded into the rattling drura of the machine guns . . . the giant, shapeless beasts were moving forward as swiftly and imperturbably as before. Had ail shots missed?
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feet behiml him. In front was the blackness of the
bows, eut of which emerged a panic-stricken man who
chargée! against him, babbling incohérent French, and
bore him to the deck. As he werit down he caught a
glimpse of two waving prehensile arms, like lengths of
fire-hose, silhouetted against the sky.
Somebody ran past him, the deck leaped into illumination as lights were switched on, and he picked himself up to see—nothing. The bows were empty. There
.was a babble of conversation :
"Where is Ferentini?"
"What is the trouble?"
"Who is there?"
There was confusion, stifled by the appearance of
the captain, a eupeptic little man in a blue coat and a
tremendous moustache which swept his shoulders. "This
uproar—what does it mean?" he said. "Let the sailor
Dugasse corne forward."
A big Basque, obviously panic-stricken and with rolling eyes, was shoved into the light. "Tell us the reason
for this," demanded the captain.
"Ferentini and I," he gasped, "we were talking, so,
in the bow. One, two big arms, like a gorilla, seize him
by the neck, the chest, and zut ! he is gone. I strike at
them, but he is gone."
"Assassin !" said the captain briefly, "Confess that
you quarreled and you threw him over."
"No. no. Fie was taken. I swear it. By the Holy
jVirgin, I swear it."
"Put this man in the lazarette, you Marulaz, and you
Noyon. There will be an investigation. Take his knife
away from him."
"His knife is gone, monsieur," said one of the seamen who had stepped forward to take charge of the
sailor Dugasse.
"Without doubt, he stabbed the other. Put him in
irons," was the captain's succinct reply, as he turned toward the cabin and his interrupted dinner,
Walter Weyl stepped forward. "1 think the man's
story is truc," he offered. "1 think I saw something
myself."
"Permit me to inform you, monsieur, that I am the
commandant of the vessel," remarked the eupeptic captain, with the utmqst courtesy. "There will be an investigation. If the man is innocent it will do him no
harm to spend a night in the lazarette." And again he
turned away.
y
Dissatisfied, but realizing that he could do nothing,
Weyl walked toward the bows, to see if he could find
any trace of the strange encounter. There was nothing, but as he was about to return and go below, his
foot struck something, which on investigation with a
flashlight, proved to be the knife of the sailor Dugasse.
The blade was wet, and as hé picked the weapon up
there dripped slowly from it a pale, greenish oleaginous
liquid, totally unlike human blood. With this bit of
evidence in his hand, he started thoughtfully for his
cabin.
CHAPTER II
TWO days îater the friends sat under the giant
mimosa, in whose shade Raoul Duperret had
built a little cottage on the height overlooking
Andananarivo. A table had been dragged outdoors and

was now piled with a miscellaneous collection of instruments, papers and microscope slides.
Weyl leaned back in his chair with a sigh and lit his
pipe.
"Let us see what we have, after ail this study," he
said. "Check me if I go wrong. Diouma-Mbobo's
people and about a dozen of the Senegalese have disappeared mysteriously. So did the sailor Ferentini on
the boat that brought me here. In no case was any trace
found of the man after he disappeared, and in the cases
on the island when anything was found it was always
a knife or a rifle.
"This report," he ruffled the papers, "from one of the
Senegalese, says that he saw his companion jerked up
into a tree by a huge black rope, but when he rushed
to the tree he could see nothing. It was late in the
evening. Now this account agréés sihgularly with that
of the sailor Dugasse—and moreover, if natives were
responsible for the disappearances, they would at least
have taken the knives, if not the guns.
"rherefore, I consider that the disappearance of
Ferentini, the Senegalese and the natives was due to
the same agency, and that the agency was not human ;
and, therefore, I think the Tanôsy and the sailor Dugasse, although he is still in jail, should be acquitted."
Duperret nodded a grave assent.
"But I am sure it was nothing supernatural. I saw
something on that boat, Duperret, and the Senegalese
saw something. Moreover, there is Dugasse's knife.
I have analyzed that liquid which dripped from it ; it
is blood, indubitably, but blood différent from any I
have ever seen. It contains a tremendous number of
corpuscles of a new character, not red, but greenish
yellow, and the liquid in which they float is similar to
that of ail other bloods. More than anything, it resembles the blood of an oyster, which is impossible, as
oysters do not lift men into trees. Therefore, I accuse
some hitherto unknown animal of these deaths.
"But what kind of an animal are we dealing with?"
Weyl went on without paying any attention to an interruption from Duperret. "Evidently a very swift and
formidable one. It killed Ferentini in a fevv seconds.
It dragged a powerfui Senegalese, who was provided
with a rifle, off with equal swiftness,'and the stabs of
Dugasse were as futile against it as the rifle of the
other black boy.
"In both cases, the attack came from above, and I
am inclined to think, since we were attacked some distance olï the coast and the natives some distance inland,
that the animal possesses extraordinary mobility—probably wings. This would make a bird of it ; which is
impossible because of the blood; therefore, making the
whole thing absurd . . . But in any case, the hunt for
this animal, or animais, for therefmay be more than
one, will be a dangerous business."
"Ali is decided then ?" asked Duperret. "Very well,
let us départ. I am eager for action, my friend." And
he stood up, stretching his muscular frame toward the
towering tree.
"Donc," said Weyl.
He rose. "You have some influence with the mllitary
authorities, you of the civil arm? If the matter were
put to the commandant in the proper way, do you s«p-
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pose \ve could get an escort? I need not conceal from
you that this big-game hunt is likely to be a serions
business. Any animal that devours live men . .
"The commandant and I were at St. Cyr together,"
replied Duperret. "He will doubtless appoint a lieutenant and a demi-company of African chasseurs to
assist us."
CHAPTER III
A WEEK later found them with a dapper French
lieutenant, Dubosc by name, making the best of
. insufficient pup tents and canned French sausage
by a dank, slow stream a few miles ont of Fort Dauphin. Around them lay or squatted a perspiring group
of black soldiers in the uniform of the Chasseurs
'd'Afrique, while round them again, further from the
sun of the white men's presence, were as many natives,
equally sable of hue, and with no uniforms at ail. These
were the guides lent by Diouma-Mbobo, silent and
' somewhat scared men, for that portion of the jungle
I had earned a bad réputation from the repeated disappearances.
1, Weyl was annoyed. "If we only knew what we were
looking for and where to find it," he said to Duperret
that evening, "but here we are three days ont, with our
labor for our pains. Hunting for one animal in this
jungle is like the old needle and haystack saying."
ii "Yes, and l'm afraid for the guides," the Frenchman had answered. "They'Il desert unless thcy are
given something to do."
ji Night found them as restless as the guides. Weyl
woke to a sense of something impending, looked our and
saw only the cal m sentries speaking in low tones as
they encountered each other at the end of their rounds.
He felt reassured, and dropped off into another hour or
two of slumber punctuated by fierce dreams, woke
again and saw a moonlit shadow on the flap of his tent.
"Raoul !" he called softly.
The Frenchman bent and entered.
He was fully dressed.
"Nerves keep you awake, too?" said Weyl. "Eve
been awake before, but everything's quiet. But why
are you dressed ?"
"1 have a prémonition. Also, I hear something un'usual. You hear that strange whistling? No, you
would not. You are not used to jungle noises. To me
it is very much to notice. Something . . ." and he
looked at his friend, who, though in a strictly unofficial
manner, was recognized as commander of the expédition. "Shall we rouse the soldiers?" he questioned.
"They'Il need sleep if we're to march ail day," Weyl
answered.
"But I am thinking we will not need to march. However—" Raoul was about to dismiss his feeling as a
fancy and threw another glance over his shoulder
through the open tent flap.
In an instant he was on his feet, almost tearing the
tent from its pegs, a half cry escaping his lips that
caused Weyl to leap up beside him, seizing the revolver
^that lay by his hand.
Three, four, half a dozen snakelike arms, mysteri^ous in the moonlight, hovered for an instant over the
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heads of two sentries who had met at the edge of the
trees, and before they had comprehended their danger,
before they could be warned, they were gripped, lifted
from their feet and their cries stifled before they
reached the gloom of the branches fully ten feet above.
Weyl, with a horror such as he had never felt before, seemed to clutch at his throat, fired rapidly into
the tree. Something dropped with a crash of leaves ; a
véritable chorus of whistlings and swishings rose
around the camp, and in the tents and along the sentry
line there were sudden Hghts and activity, shouts of;
"Qui vive?" "Aux armes!" and the thick note of a!
hastily blown bugle as its owner was roused from sleep.
Men ran from their tents to stand gazing. "Raoul !'?
shouted the American. "It's here ! The machine gun !'!
and, pistol in hand, in his sleeping garments, he dashed
for the tree.
He glanced up. A subdued rustling gave no due to
its source, nothing to shoot at, but oht of the tail of
his eye he caught a glimpse of motion among the giant
ferns, and the peculiar whistling again became audible.
He turned, and was suddenly conscious of an insane
disbelief in his senses. What he saw resembled nothing so much as an enormous umbrella, standing ten feet
high on stiltlike, but prehensile arms, while at the point
where they gathered, a huge, bulbous head rose and fell
rhythmically as the thing emitted that singular, highpitched whistle. There was something unspeakably
loathsome, some touch reminiscent of putréfaction and
decay about it.
An.arm, like a huge snake, lifted from the ground
and swung aimlessly about under the leaves. Abruptly,
another animal, the duplicate of the first in ail respects,
came from behind a tree to join it, and the two, despite
their clumsy form and lurching uneven move'ment, ,began to advance toward him with a rapidité that walt
astonishing.
Weyl awoke to the necessity of flight. He racedTiack
toward the camp, where Lieutenant Dubosc, aroused
by the shots and cries, and aware that something was
impending, had formed the Senegalese in a rough,
slanting angle of a line, the men facing the jungle,
while behind them Diouma-Mbobo's natives crouched
in frightened curiosity.
The American turned as he reached the line. Behind him, into the clearing, with an odd semblance of
order, came a half-dozen, a dozen, twenty of those terrible umbrella-like shapes, moving deliberately, but covering the ground as fast as a man runs.
A shot was followed by an order, a bugle note, and
the irritating crash of the voiley, which shaded into the
rattling drum of the machine guns. When his eyes
again became used to the dark after the flame of the
rifles, Weyl saw that the giant, shapeless beasts were
moving forward as swiftly and imperturbably as before. Had ail the shots missed ?
Another voiley collapsed into a frantic and spasmodic
burst of fi ring, as no effect was visible on the hideous
shapes that came on swiftly.
Weyl aimed his revolver carefully at one bobbing
head, and the shot was drowned in a crashing chorus of
, fire ; the beast came right on. He was dimly conscious
- of shooting again and again in a kind of frenzy at those
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horrible bulby umbrellas that kept coming doser, dim
figures of horror in the green moonlight, huge and impregnablè, towering over the little group of humans
who shouted and cursed and fired impotently.
One man, half maddened, even ran forward, waving
his bayonet, and was gathered gently up by two of those
big arms as a child might be picked up by its parent.
A thrill of wavering ran down the line; one or two
men threw away their rifles, when suddenly, right at
their feet, one of the monsters collapsed. There was à
chorus of whistling and they moved backward, apparently without turning, as rapidly and silently as they
had cotne . . .
A feeble cheer rose from the Senegalese, a cheer that
was silenced instantly, for a glance revealed that half
the hastily formed line was missing, the men gone as
completely as though they had never been.
Weyl was aware that he had been cïicking an empty
pistol, that his throat was dry, that Duperret sat at his
feet, his face in his hands, seemingly without power of
motion. Senegalese and natives, frightened to the verge
of madness, babbled like children ail around him. The
iron voice of Dubosc rose:
"Silence, my children !"
Ont in the clearing before them was no sign that men
had battled for their lives, save one ugly, loathsome
shape, that sprawled on the ground and twitched feebly
in the gloom.
»
CHAPTER IV
THE survivors of that unbelievable, one-sided battle dragged themselves back-into Fort "Dauphin
five days later. One man was violently insane,
tightly bound, and as for the rest, it seemed that only
remnants of sanity remained. The emptiqnal blacks
had almost collapsed under the strain, and nothirig but
incohérent gibberings could be extracted from them by
the soldiers who cared for the exhausted, weaponless,
starving and almost naked remainder of the trim Company of Chasseurs who marched out with drum and
bugle only a fortnight before.
Weyl begged ofï from an- immédiate report to the
commandant, and went to bed, where he slept the sleep
of exhaustion for twenty hours on end, and Duperret
did likewise.
Weyl woke vastly refreshed, and with the horror
that had been dragging at his mind relieved, though
with such a feeling of weariness as he had not known
since collège football days. The black boy at the door
obligingly brought him the latest newspapers, now not
quite a month old, and he re-established his touch with
the world of men by reading them over the tiny breakfast of coffee and rolls which was ail the fort physician
would allow him.
An item in one of them caught his eye, and caused
him to sit up in his chair with a whoop of joy, that
brought a scandalized glance from Major Larivet, the
white-moustached old Aisatian who was in command of
the fort, and a grin from Duperret, the first since that
dreadful night of the attack.
The item, in bad French, was a translation from the
bad English of a New York newspaper telling of

Weyl's departure for Madagascar. It was filled with
the exalted pseudo-science of which hewspapers are
fond and contained much ingeniously sketchy biographical and geographical data, but its appeal was obvions.
The American leaned forward over the cups.
"Does your fort boast a typist?" he asked. "Lieutenant Dubosc has probably already told you of the terrible experience we have had. I am anxious to make
my report on it through the newspapers."
"Monsieur," said Major Larivet, gravely, "he died
an hour ago by my side. I know nothing but that I
have lost many men from my command."
"So . . ." said Weyl, "Ali the more reason I should
make my report in writing. I need not conceal from
you the fact that we are facing a danger which thrcatehs not merely Fort Dauphin and Madagascar, but the
entire world."
There was incredulity on the major's face, but he
replied courteously, "My means are entirely at your
service, gentlemen."
Beginning his report with scicntific exactitude, Weyl
included Duperret's letter, noted the sudden midnight
attack on the steamer and went on to the détails of the
expédition :
". ... For hours after the attack." he wrote, "we
were unable to get anything like control out of the
chaos in the camp. I think another attack of these unspeakably loathsome 'Umbrella Beasts' would have
brought complété panic ; certainly hardly any rifles but
Duperret's and my own would have met them.
We could not hope to escape by an immédiate dash
for the fort, though it was less than thirty hours' march
away. The beasts seemed to be on every side, and they
would have every advantage in that jungle, where we
would have been instantly swcpt into the trees by their
swinging tentacles.
"Fortunately, these hideous monsters appeared to
have gathered their fill of human food for the time being, and meanwhile the idca of fire occurred to us.
Ail the wood we could gather without too closely approaching the trees was collectcd and heaped in piles
about five feet apart in a complété circle. These were
set alight, and we huddled in the center of the blazing
ring, almost roasted by the heat, but feeling infinitely
safer. With the coming of day. the heat was almost
intolérable, but we gained confidence as it became apparent that the beasts would not dare the fire, though
we could hear them whistling in the trees.
"Our situation was bad. The supply of wood was
not inexhaustible, and that of water was already used
up. I am convinced that these beasts are possessed of a
comparatively high intelligence. The manner of their
attack, the character of the one killed in the battle, led
to this conclusion; and they were evidently deliberately
laying siege to us with the intention of starving us out
of our refuge.
"Our rifles were useless, and to make a sudden dash
through the fines would certainly involve the sacrifice
of most of those présent—perhaps ail. So we sat down
to plan a way out. Obviously, we had to find a means
to make ourselves immune to their attacks.
"I thought I had it when I remembered that no barbarian, beast or insect, would tolerate castor oil. Des-
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perate as was our situation, the idea of escaping a
deadly and horrible death by means of that homely
remedy made me want to laugh hysterically. I remember Duperret watching me trying to smother the urge,
looking queerly at me, quite obviously doubtful of my
mental balance. His spéculative and startled glance
added to the absurdity of the thing, and I almost lost
my self-control. I realized we were ail on the edge
of madness.
"The idea had, of course, to be discarded. We had
castor oil among our médical supplies, but barely
enough to discourage the insects of the tropical jungle;
certainly, not enough to smear ourselves from hcad to
foot to keep off those giant monstrosities menacing us
from ail sides.
"The solution we hit upon firially may not have been
the best, but it was simple, and like many another, did
not occur to us till we were ready to give up in despair.
Duperret, Dubosc and I had spcnt the entire first day
of our siege discussing and rejecting ways and means,
and we had just about décidée! that the only thing to
do was to make a concerted dash into the jungle, fi ring
into the trees, and trusting to luck and mobility to carry
us through, when the lieutenant startled us with a sudden leap, and shouted something wild, something we
did not understand.
"We feared for his sanity as rnutely we watched
him dashing about furiously from spot to spot in the
clearing, tearing up handful after handful of liana grass
and throwing them on the lire.
"When, however, a dense cloud of thick, choking,
black smoke rolled up. and when Dubosc turned to us
with a triumphant light in his face, we understood
dimly what his idea was, and in a frenzy of relief sev-.
eral of us danced foolishly in a circle about the firc
and its column of smoke."
"In a council that followed, we decided that our attempt to escape had better be made during the day,
sincc we had ail noticed that there was less activity
among our besiegers during the hours when the beat
was most intense. We kept our fires burning, then,
throughout the night until dawn. Nobody slept ; we
were too appreheusive, and too busy improvising
torches for our protection during the march. The
beasts, evidently fearful of the fire, remained in their
trees ail that night, and though they continued to whistle
about us (this seems their sole mode of communication) there seemed to be less whistling from the side to
which our smoke drifted. This assurée! us that our
lieutenant's plan would work.
"At dawn, bearing our smoking flambeaux, we set
ont. Arms and equipment were useless ; they were discarded. To prevent the panic that appeared imminent
among the men, Dubosc threatened to shoot clown any
man who left the formation, and to insure obedience,
only Duperret, hc and myself were allowed to retain
revolvers.
"As we neared the trees, there was crowding among
the men, but a few sharp words brought them to their
senses. We halted just at the edge of the clearing, and
Duperret and T leading the shiverîng company, threw
our branches down under the trees and piled more wood
on to make a little blaze. There was a discernible com-

115

motion in the foliage above us, but we could see nothing. When the noises subsided, we ventured in a hundred yards or so, and built another fire.
"This scheme was resorted to at intervais ail aiong
our march. Progress was necessarily slow. At some
dark spots, where the jungle was thick, it was necessary to proceed in narrow files, and these were the most
dangerous, not only because of the 'Umbrella Beasts'
but also because of the fright and impatience of the
men.
"It was in one of these places that a casualty occurred. One of the chasseurs suddenly broke from
the line and ran, shouting madly, to wave his torch at
a vinous growth hanging from a tree, which he must
have taken for a tentacle of one of the beasts. Pic
stumbled, his torch flying from his hand as he fell.
His danger then evidently deprived him of what senses
he had remaining, for, regaining his feet, he ran, not
back into the line but deeper into the jungle. We heard
a strangled cry in a few moments. That was ail. None
of us dared to leave the company to bring him back.
"Another time, a man went raving mad, and made a
violent attack on Dubosc. Before he could be caught,
he stabbed that brave man twice in the breast.
"Now, as to the animais which attacked us. I had
one before me for some sixty hours, though with little
opportunity to examine and none at ail to dissect it.
My observations, though somewhat scanty, lead me to
the conclusion that we are dealing with a hitherto unknown member of the great mollusk family. The family includes the octopus and oyster, neither with red
blood, and it was/the nearly coloriess fluid that puzzled
me about the blood of the beast that attacked the ship.
"The beast that was killed at the camp had a larger
body than any known member of the family, and tentacles at least fifteen feet in length and correspondingly
powcrful. A protective covering of chitin appears to
have been developed, and due to the lack of any internai
skelelon and the tact that the muscles must base on it,
this protective covering to its body is of a thickness and
strength sufficient to be quite impervious to rifle bullets.
The one we killed had receivcd a bullet full in the eye,
which passed through into its brain.
"It is this brain that offers the most remarkable feature of these créatures. A brief investigation shows me
that their brains are certainly larger than those of any
animais except the big apes, and probably as large as
those of the lower races of man. This argues an intelligence extremely high, and makes them more than
ever dangerous, since they can evidently plan acts and
exécute them in concert.
"They have eight tentacular arms, covered on the
lower side with the usual cephalopod type of suckers,
the center of each sucker being occupied, as in some
species of octopus, by a small, sharp claw. The thickness, and therefore the muscular strength of these arms,
is enormous. It is no wonder men proved utterly
powerless against them.
"1 am unable to say anything about either their
method of breeding or what device they have arrived at
for breathing air ; probably some protective covering
keeps the gill-plumes moist, as in the crayfish, makîng
access to water at times necessary.
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"In the face are two very large eyes, capable of seeing well in the dark and located directly in front of the
large brain. The mouth consista of a huge beak, razoredged. There are no teeth. Add this formidable beak
to their ext-raordinary powers of swimming, their swift
progress on land, their giant strength and their great
intelligence, and it becomes évident that the human race
is faced with a great péril.
"There is nothing whatever to prevent these animais
from swimming the océan or attacking the greatest city.
One of these beasts could kill a hundred people in an
hour and hardly any weapon we possess would be of
the slightest use . .
As he wrote, Weyl's mind was again fdled with the
terror of that mad march through the jungle with the
"Umbrella Beasts" whistling on every side, and his
imagination shuddered at the picture of Lendon or New
York under an invasion from those grim Madagascar
jungles; ail business stopped, every door barred, the
octopuses triumphantly parading the streets, breaking
in here and there and strangling the last résistance of
families cowering in corners, powerless againât the invulnérable and irrésistible animais. Here and there
some squad armed with dynamite or some other weapon
more powerful than rifles, would ofïer a brief résistance. but they too would go down in time. Civilization
throttled, and in its place a ghastly reign of animalism. . . .
CHAPTER V
MAJOR LARIVET was inclined to skepticism
over Weyl's report. In a brusque, but kindly
way, he had suggested that it be delayed,
. . till you bave had time to think it over. Perhaps,
when the eflect of vour experience lias—ah—worn
off—"
Weyl gazed at him in astonishment at this suggestion, but he was to remember it forty days later.
Meanwhile, there was nothing to clo but wait till the
report reached the outer world, and some echo of it in
the form of men, aéroplanes, scientists with their instruments and death dealing concoctions arrived to wipe
out that terrible blot. And during the waiting, even
Major Larivet's skepticism vanished under the pressure
of events.
The octopuses, as Weyl called them, had confmed
their raids to isolated districts up to the time of his
expédition, but now, acting apparently upon a wellformed plan, they became bolder and began a systematic extermination of every native in this part of the
island.
Three days al ter the return of the expédition, a
native runner dashed in half-crazed with fright to report a twilight raid on a whole village, from which
hardly a soul escaped. As the days drew on, this
ominous news was followed by such démonstrations of
the power and intelligence of the octopuses as confirmed
Weyl's darkest fears.
A village on the coast was attacked, and the natives,
taking to their clumsy boats to escape the terror by land,
found themselves no less helpless on the water, the only
news of the dreadful event coming from some native

who had gone there and found only a circle of «mpty
huts.
Alarm of panic proportions spread like wildfire
among the Malagasy, and in a stream that became a
torrent they poured into Fort Dauphin for protection.
Daily the reports of déprédations showed that the
octopus terror was spreading and coming nearer, and
Major Larivet found himself faced with the problem
of feeding several hundred hungry and frightened
natives with means wholly inadéquate.
The climax came with the arrivai of four men, or
rather, shadows of men, who babbled that they were
the last of the great tribe of the Tanôsy. Fighters to
the core, instead of flying, they had stood out in battlc
array against their antagonists. The resuit had beeu
unspeakably horrible—they had seen their comrades
torn to pièces before their eyes, and the women and
children hunted down.
It was while things were in this state that the little
tin-pot mail boat arrived with its cargo of supplies and
European newspapers.
Weyl's heart rose as he marched off to his quarters
eagerly with the papers under his arm, but it sank
like lead when he and Duperret opened journal after
joumal, in quick, disappointed perusals.
Not one, they perceived, took the matter seriously.
Weyl's phrase, "Umbrella Beasts," had been seized
upon by humorous commentators with gusto, rolled on
their longues and spun off their pens to tickle the ribs
of readers. Of serions acceptance there wâs not a sign.
The général tone of the papers was one of howling dérision. It was suggested that Weyl had gone crazy,
that he was a publicity-mad mountebank. But the more
usual spirit of the papers was that of the French wit
who blared: "Weyl's Umbrella Beasts; Inséparable
companions for that rainy-day walk. No one acquainted
with the dictâtes of fashion can afford to dispense with
this novel combination of household pet and Protective
Implement !"
And the" cartoons ... !
Weyl looked up from the papers to meet Duperret's
glance. There were actual tears in the Frenchman s
eyes.
"It seems to be up to us," said Weyl, after a moment. "Well—I am not a rich man, as it is reckoned ,
in America, but I can command a considérable amount
of money, and can borrow more. I will write a cablegram to be sent off immediately, and have every cent
spent for materials to fight this thing."
Together they composed the carefully worded message to Weyl's assistant in the laboratory in New York, '
and together they took it to the dock and delivercd it
to the captain of the boat with the most urgent instructions to send it the moment he arrived at Andovoranbo.
CHAPTER VI
NOT long after daybreak the American was
roused from his sleep by a confused shouting
under the window. Hurrying into his clothes,
he dashed out to see the little mail boat wallowing,
crazily off the jagged rocks that guarded the entrance
to the harbor, her funnels silent and smdkeless. Within
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issued from the natives who had seen the octopuses.
ten minutes she was right among the breakers, pounding
The mouth of the gun swung down slowly. An
in the surf, but there was no sign of officers, crew, or
order. Brief motions, the crash of the discharge, and
lifeboats.
right in the center of the advancing line a terrifie burst
It was late in the afternoon before he could secure
of
flame and dust.
a native dhow to get ont to the wreck. When he
An
octopus staggered, stumbled with wildly flailing
stepped on the slanting deck of the wrecked boat, W eyl
anns
and
flopped inertly to the ground.
found what he had feared. There was no one on
Crash!
The bright fiâmes from the two guns
board—only a blood-stain here and there.
mingled,
and
in the flare of the explosions three more
Every man in the seulement was quite capable of
of
the
monsters
went to oblivion. They were not
visualizing what had happened. Writhing, black-grey
invulnérable,
then!
There was a ray of hopel
tentacles reaching up ont of the midnight sea, the
Weyl found himswarming of hideself
cheering frantious bodies over the
cally.
He felt a presship, relentless gropsure
at
his shoulder
ing anns searching
and
saw
a couple of
out the screaming
natives
beside
him,
seamen, the fatally
their
courage
reprehensive embrace
vived.
The
black
arof répulsive flesh ...
tillerymen worked
That very night
like mad. They could
Fort Dauphin renot miss at that
ceived notice that it
point-blank range.
was under close
Ail down the octosiege. A mile out on
pus
line were gaps,
the northeast beach
and
the wounded
s
t.wo natives vvere
beasts
strove to right
taken by an octopus
themselves.
T he y
that came unexpectwavered,
broke,
and
edly out of the water
in
disorderly
fliglit
on them, and on the
headed back into the
oppsite side of town
j ungle, pursued by
a soldier was purthe avenging shells
sued along the sand
of the seventy-fives
right up to the walls
till they had passed
of the fort. Later
from sight.
the report ran in that
The natives were
one of the sentinels
crowding a bout,
on the west side had
Shouting with émodisappeared.
tion and hurling
But neither Weyl
N epithets after the renor Major Larivet
treating monsters.
was quite prepared
They were saved—at
for the bold attack
least for the time beon the fort two days
ing.
later.
But the conférence
Twilight was just
of
the three white
blueing the edges of
men
that night was
giant
octopus.
The
eight
("octo"
Reproduction
of
a
pliotograph
of
a
the jungle a quarter
meaning eight In Latin and Greek) tentacles, give it its name. "Pus"
grave.
Greek
for
"foot."
mile from the basis taken from the
"We have not
tions of the fort, and
really
accomplished
very
much,"
said
Weyl, "except
the three white men vvere smoking gloomily over their
to
show
them
that
we
have
weapons
against
which they
coffee, when a shot and a shout from the sentry brought
are
not
invulnérable.
I
don't
think
they
will
attempt to
them to their feet.
rush
the
fort
again,
but
they
are
terribly
intelligent.
They hastened to the bastion. Out of the jungle in
They may try a surprise attack at night or from the
the same regular, military order they had preserved on
sea, or may even give us a regular starvation siege."
that fatal night of the first attack, came the octopuses,
"No, they will not soon approach your guns again,"
huge ugly heads bobbing above, undulating tentacles
agreed Duperret. "but what are we to do if they atbelow.
tack the town from the other side. The fort surely
Larivet, with a gleam in his eyes at being at 'ast
cannot hold ail the people you have here."
able to corne to grips with the enemy, snapped sharp
"Gentlemen," said Larivet gravcly, "in that case we
orders as the artillerymen swung the two "seventycan only do our duty. I shall have one of the guns
fives" into position.
Duperret and Weyl watched
moved to the other side of town. Meanwhile we can
breathlessly, heedless of the wild cries of alarm that
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do nothing but wait ti!l someone cornes to help us."
"Or until we go to them," from WeyI.
Duperret palcd slightly, and stood up. "I offer myself as a messenger," he said. "I will take a dhow out.
If I am attacked, weH,/ï know where to shoot them—
in the eyes. I—"
"No, Raoul, no," said Weyl, "let me try il. It
would be simply—"
Hc was interrupted. A native servant entered excitedly.
"Him one pièce boat in town," said the black. "White
man cornes."
"Boat? White man?" queried Larivet, puzzled. A
cheery voice in the doorway answered him, "I say, is
anybody here?" it said, and in marched an extraordinary figure of a man.
A large sign saying "Englishman" could not have
stamped lus race more elTectively than his expression
of cheerful vapidity. His dothes were white, se. apulously clean, and meticulously pressed, and in one hand
he bore what looked like a small fire-extinguisher. He
extended the other toward Weyl.
"You're Weyl. aren't you?" he said. "Mulgrave's
my name ; Henry Seaton Mulgrave. Earl of Mulgrave and Pembroke, and ail that rot. At your service."
"Of course I remember," said Weyl cordially. "You
gave that extraordinary paper on the Myxinidae before the B.ritish Association. Ah, that paper! Allow
me," he said, and translated into rapid French for the
benefit of Larivet, "to présent the Earl of Mulgrave,
one of the most distinguished of living scientists."
There were bpws, a drink offered and accepted,. and
the visitor, carefully placing his fire-extinguisher in the
corner, curled his lanky frame up in a chair.
CHAPTER VII
««

ERIOUSLY, though, y'know," Mulgrave said
after finishing his whisky and soda, "if it hadn't
^—$ been that I was a bit in the doldrums at the
time your report came out. I believe I would have
joined the rest of the world in thinking you somewhat
—er—balmy, despile your excellent réputation. But
I needed a cruise anyway, and came on the chance there
was something in it ; sort of a sporting venture, d'y'see?
It did seem quite a bal h- cooked-up sort of mess, the
way those journals played it up, y'know."
Weyl's nod of understanding was followed by an inquiring look at the queer contrivance the Englishman
had placcd in the corner.
"Flammenwerfer," Mulgrave answered the silent
query. "Germans used 'em in the war. Superior bit
of frightfulness. Shoots out fire. And really quite
effective, even against your bally octopuses, I assure
you."
"But," Weyl exclaimed. "you can't possibly—"
"Oh, yes, I have," Mulgrave smiled. "The ruddy
animais hadn't the decency to wait for a proper introduction, and paid us a visit on the Morgana—my yacht,
y'know—just outside the harbor. T fancy when we
got through with them they were rather scorched.
Morgana was war-built, and has steel decks, so we

didn't mind putling the Flammenwerfer to work
against them. We've got what's left of one stretched
out on the deck. Others got away."
Weyl breathed a sigh of relief and thankfulness that
this casual Englishman had corne prepared. How easily
the mail boat disaster might have been duplicated ! He
shuddered.
"Well then, part of our horrible problem seems to
be solved, thanks to your foresight, Mulgrave. At
least we have a means of wiping them out. But herc's
the difficulty. It will take years, killing them off one
by one, as we'll have to do with your pump gun. I tell
you, they infest the whole island, thousands of 'em.
They're increasing and multiplying faster than we
could possibly kill them off. That's the only way I
can explain this recent outbreak. They were few enough
in number, before this, to remain in obscurity except in
isolated districts, and known only to ignorant and superstitions natives." Weyl's forehead creased in perplexity
and worry. "If they keep on—well, they'll necd the
whole globe. And that means only one thing ; man
will have to get off it to make room for them. They're
powerful enough, and intelligent enough, to have their
own way about it, too. Don't doubt it. Unless—"
Mulgrave evidently did not share Weyl's anxiety,
though he did not seem to underestimate the danger.
"Fil finish that last sentence of yours, Weyl, although
l'II admit things are a bit worse than I had thought.
But meanwhile, let's look over our resources, and try
to find out a bit more about the nature of the beast
we're up against. The post-mortem of that lamentably
deceased visitor on the Morgana's deck ought to tell us
something of his weak points. Do you want to go out
there how ?"
With chairs tilted back against the cabin of the Morgana, the three men regarded the sundown sky in a
moody and depressed silence. Their dissection of the
octopus killed by Mulgravc's pump-gun had added little
to their knowledge of the anatomy of the menacing
brutes, save a confirmation of Weyl's hypothesis that
their breathing. while on land, was conductcd by means
of the same gills which supplied them with oxygen in
the water, protected, like the lobster's, by a covering
of chitin.
Mulgrave's chair scraped on the deck. "Well, let's
get back ashore," he said. "Can't do any more now I
fancy, unless they décidé to stage a party for us this
evening."
"It cornes down to this, then," said Weyl, continuing
the conversation which had been abandoned with the
end of their anatomical researches. "Fire, or some kirid
of guns heavier than the ordinary service rifle, are the
only things that will do any particular good."
"Have you thought of gas, my friend?" asked
Duperret.
"Huh," answered Weyl shortly. "Airplanes? Chemicals ? And what about ail the men on the island—for
we should have to cover it ail with gas to be of any use."
"The time is rather short, too, I fancy," chirped
Mulgrave. "How long will provisions last?"
"Not long," agreed Duperret, moodily. "A week, or
perhaps a little more."
"Then, within seven days, or at the most ten, we
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must concoct a plan and put xt into force—a plan that
will wipe ont God knows how many of these unearthly
enemies of the earth. It must be extermination, too,
for if one pair were left to breed . . . l'm more than
half convinced that the thing is hopeless. Yet I don't
like to show the white flag. These are, after ail, only
beasts. Super-beasts, it is true, but the equals and heirs
of man? I hate to believe it."
"But, my friend, you forget the force of mere numbers," said Duperret. "So many rats could easily overpower us. guns and ail, from mere lack of time to kill
them as fast as they came on. Comparative values, as
of man and beast, are insignificant."
j Weyl nodded a pessimistic agreement.
• "There's only one chance," he said. "If we could
find some way to attack them in the water—they must
go there to breed at least, and I fancy they must make
periodic visits to the water to wet their gill plumes in
addition."
CHAPTER VIII
IT was three days later.
Another octopus attack on the little fort had
met with a bloody repuise, and a score of the great
bodies lay at the edge of the jungle in varying stages
of décomposition, where they had been blown to extinction by the swift shells o'f the seventy-fives. A conférence was in progress on Major Larivet's verandah ;
a conférence of beaten men.
"As a last resort," Duperret was saying, "there is the
open sea and Mulgrave's yacht."
"Why, as for that," Weyl answered, "it wouldn't
hold a tenth of us, even crowded to the rails. Besides,
leave those natives behind? Damn it, they trust us."
"It would hardly be cricket," said Mulgrave. "What
of the mail steamer? Aren't they apt to send someone
to look us np when she does not appear ?"
"Not even yet is the boat due at Andovoranto," said
Major Larivet, "and there is the time for the news to
reach Andananarivo . . . The lack of news to them will
be but a token that we have pacified the Tanôsy and are
in need of nothing."
"Yes," Duperret agreed, "1 know these officiais.
They are aware of something unusual only when they
have seventeen dossiers, each neatly tied in red tape
and endorsed by the proper department head. My
friends, we are alone."
■ "Which means," Weyl continued, "that we have about
a week more to live bcfore the food runs out or they
overwhelm us. And then—good-by world of men!"
There was a little silence, broken only by the sound
of Mulgrave puffing at his pipe. It was ended by a
shot and a shout from one of the sentries at the western
side of the fort ; the signal of another attack.
During that night the great octopuses twice fought
their way down to the fort, and twice were repulsed,
though the second effort, longer and more violently sustained than the first, only ended when Mulgrave, called
in the crew of his yacht and their flammenwerfer.
As the following day drew on, the unrest in the jungle
about the army post became more pronounced. Major
Larivet, Duperret, and Weyl, worn with lack of sleep.

kept vigil by the little counterscarp, listening to the innumerable whistlings and rustlings so near to them,
while the soldiers and natives, visibly shaken, were
difficult to keep in line.
When evening came, it seemed as though the octopuses had concentrated their forces for a great drive.
The whistlings had increased to such a volume that
sleep was nearly impossible, and as soon as the sun
wcnt down, the movements of dark forms could be observed where the animais were silhouetted against the
sky along the beach.
The first attack came hall" an hour later. It was a
sporadic outburst, apparently, consisting of only three
or four individuals, and these were quickly dispersed
or slain by a few bursts from the seventy-fives. But
it was followed by another, and another, the numbers
of the attackers ranging ail the way from three to fifteen
or twenty. Unlike the previous attempts on the fort
they were frenzied and unorganized as though the
directing intelligence behind them had suddenly failed.
Immune to fear, the fiving octopuses came right on.
through the hail df fire and died at the foot of the
rampart, or dashed over it even, to be wounded to
death by bayonets fixed on long pôles with which the
black soldiers reached and stabbed frenziedly at eyes
and softer parts.
Once, during a lull in the combat, the commandant
and Weyl were called to witness a monstrous duel, at
the very edge of the fort between two of the hideous
beasts. The ungainly créatures locked in each others'
tentacles, rolled hideously together, tearing at each
other with their great beaks, till a Senegalese reached
over with one of those improvised bayonet pikes and
dealt first one and then the other mortal stabs. Weyl
felt a singular sensation of nausea.
Toward dawn it became évident to the exhausted
artillerymen and their wearied leaders that the octopuses
were now aiming not so much at conquest, as at escape.
They no longer blundered into the fires that had been
built about the fort and village; no longer hurled themselves upon Mulgrave's crew of flame-throwcrs and
the shells of the seventy-fives. They seemed to be
heading for the beach, to be striving to reach the water.
And when dawn broke. the men in the enclosure
saw a few stragglers from the hideous army at the edge
of the jungle, making their way, like the others, with
ungainly flappings and swishings, always toward the
beach. It was impossible to watch them without feeling an almost physical sensation of illness, of sinking.
But what did it mean ? No one among the harassed defenders of Fort Dauphin was prepared to say.
CHAPTER IX
MULGRAVE'S wearied crew had gone aboard
their ship, and the white men, refreshed by a
few hours' sleep and a bath, were discussing
the question. "1 am of the opinion," Weyl was declaring, "that they have certain periods when they must
wet their gill-plumes again, and last night's disturbance
represents one of those periods. If we could only attack them at such a time—"
{Continued on page 157)
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HEN Dr. Aro Brittlestone came through
me, he thrust forth a hand that much grooming had
the door of my inner office I had the imfailed to make attractive. After a moment of hésitapression of a bull charging in at me. Brittion, I shook hands with him, invited him to be scatcd,
tlestone was an inch or two above six feet
and waited questioningly and none too cordially to
in height, big boned, and big framed. His
learn his mission. Ele dropped into the chair, crossed
his legs, and puffed once on his huge, black cigar. This
skeleton would have delighted the eye of a bone speciaiwas the only time that I ever saw him without the
ist, or so I imagined from the outer appearance of the
cloak of cultivated, watchful dignity that had almost
man. This structure carried a maximum of flesh, and
become a part of him. Perhaps his lapse into a coarse
a minimum of fat. He weighed over two hundred
self-sufficiency on our first meeting tinged my whole
pounds, ail solid, hard bone and muscle. He was a
opinion of him, and overshadowed later impressions
crudely constructed man from his huge feet to his
that would have been more pleasant.
coarse, black hair, and there was a common strain in
"Fine spring we're having, isn't it?" he remarked,
him that had been but thinly concealed by his éducaevidently in no hurry to state his object, and uncontion, his advent to a society that was above him, and
scious that he was taking up time that I could better
the botter environment that success had given him.
have devoted to my practice. Thereafter he rambled
He had acquired by hard work and driving ambition
on casually upon unimportant subjects until I was in
an ease of manner and a pseudo-refinement that were
an excellent murder mood.
really to his crédit.
But there was a fascination about the man that almost
I had never met Brittlestone until the day he entered
reconciled me to the lost time, and prevented my
my office, coming without appointment, pushing his
brusquely terminating the interview. The ruggedness
way in past the attendant and a whole roomful of my
of him, his huge bulk, and the stark coarseness of
patients. But I had heard of him long before, when
every
feature made a striking ensemble, with the veneer
his sanatorium in the Mendalato Mountains had gained
that
he
had acquired. I noted particularly his very
some famé, a famé that had never waned, and that
peculiar
eyes.
They were almost liidden by huge underwas even now steadily increasing. He himself seemed
lids,
until
they
gazed from small slits that scarcely reto be a quite skiHïul physician, and the many who had
vealed
the
deadness
of the iris, and the lacklustre light
corne under his care were only too ready to speak a
of
the
pupil.
His
carefully
trimmed, black Vandyke
good word for the sanatorium. He catered to the
beard was thin so that the outlines of his chin showed
extremely wealthy, I understood, but he kept a certhrough.
tain number of charity cases always, some ten or
Brittlestone, as he talked along, was studying me,
twenty. In the six years that his sanatorium had been
too. I had the feeling that from their flesh burrows
in existence, he had, I imagine, put away quite a sum ; he
maintained a place in sothose dull-Ht eyes were
reaching ont, taking every
ciety, a place he had carved
■ "
ont for himself by sheer
J T ERE is anolher slory by Samuel M. Sargcnt, Jr., zvho
impression of me, and storcornes rapidly ahead as an authority m scicntifiction.
force and lavish expendiing them away in an alert,
The thoughis containcd in this slory are ccrtainly vot only
ture. He was known in his
active brain.
most umisual, but the science is extaor dinarUy good. Y ou
circle, I believe, as générWhether impressed with
will not knoiv until the final ending just what happencd, and
my
impatience, or rebuffed
ons to prodigality. Yet I
y ou will find the ending bicarré and amacing enough. A
most excellent slory throughout.
by my monosyllabic replies,
never saw a man who
looked so avidly on money.
Brittlestone presently lost
his ease of manner, and beThe morning I met him,
came obviously embarrassed. Abruptly he rose.
when he loomed so huge in the doorway, had promised
"Well, doctor, l'm afraid Eve taken up too much
to be a particularly busy one for me. I glanced up in
of
your valuable time, and I humbly apologize, but
annoyance at his abrupt entrance, but Brittlestone apwhen
I started up here to see you, I had a certain
parently failed to notice my attitude.
proposition
in mind." He hesitated. "It—well, it
"Dr. Strang?" he asked heartily, his thick lips parted
really
was
nothing
vital, and hardly warranted'my
in a smile. He came to a pause, close before me, and
intrusion.
Something
I shall broach to you at another
gazed down from his commanding height with corditime
perhaps.
Perhaps
Pli be in, and see you someality in his small eyes. "Tm Brittlestone of Happy
time
again
soon."
Lane in the Mendalatoes."
"Do so," I replied, shaking his hand.
Content that this was introduction enough, and eviHe stood hesitantly a moment, seemed about to add
dently certain that his name was a familiar one to
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Then I starcd In amazement. A man, lagging of step, was clrding the room. His bands were manacled behind hlm. He was
apparently worn ont, and now and agaln he sighcd in agony. His head was drooping, his face lined with fatigue ... I saw
that he was held up by a harness that was strapped to his shoul ders, and fhat this harness was fastened to a motor on a high
track on the wall. . . . The man, pulled on ward by it, was forced to walk contlnuously.
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something, then abruptly turned away, and let himself
out of the side door. I stared thoughtfully at the translucent pane as his shadow left it, and I felt somewhat
baffled and curions at his visit. Then other matters
swept away spéculation on the incident.
It came to my mind several days later, when I was
called upon to treat one of my oldest, and certainly
wealthiest, patients, James Hart, the packer. Mr
Hart had, for the past year, been suffering from digestive disorders, and I had repeatedly advised him to go
to a sanatorium, but without effect. He had never
been inclined to accept advice. Indeed, he had forged
through to his great monetary success on his quality
of flouting it. But whereas in the financial world he
had been rewarded for his independence, in this case
he paid dearly.
IHAD a call from the Hart home. I found Hart
in bed, his face rather anémie, his eyes droopy.
He smiled up at me feebly, and there was a despondent
note to his voice.
Although Hart's social sphere was removed from
mine by some millions of dollars, we were close friends,
and had been since the years-ago time when I had been
a student of medicine, and he had earned his living as
a clerk in the packing house he now owned.
"Hello. Tom," he said. "It's got me down good this
time. Same old trouble. l'm afraid the Lord didn't
give me a very good stomach."
"Not at ail," I returned severely. "Your stomach's
ail right, or would be if you gave it any chance at ail.
You vvouldn't have had this attack, if you had taken
my advice. Your whole system needs toning up, Jim.
A couple of months at a sanatorium would set you up
as fit as a fiddle. Ail you need are regular hours,
regular meals, and a proper diet."
"And if 1 don't go?"
"Well, if you don't go—l'm afraid you'U be a pretty
sick man, Jim."
He considered a moment.
"That's what Doc Brittlestone said," he returned.
"1 was talking to him yesterday. He told me he was
a friend of yours, Tom. Fine man, isn't he? I only
met him a week ago, but we're good friends already.
Met him out at the Benvo Club. He's an excellent
golf player. He gave me an examination yesterday—
not in a professional capacity—but just when he heard
I was sick, you know. He agréés that unless I go to
a sanatorium, Fil be in bad shape. He suggested that
I corne to his place. That's one reason I called you,
Tom. I wanted you to take another look at me, and
if you still thought I needed the treatment, T wanted
to ask you what you think of Brittlestone's sanatorium."
"To the best of my knowledge, it is ail right. if you
wish to go there," I replied, a trifle stifïïy. "1 have
never heard anything against it, and I have heard some
good reports upon it. You know, Jim—l've named it
often enough—that I always advise East Lake Sanatorium. Fve recommended it for years, and have never
had a complaint on it. I know that it is excellent in
every respect. I still advise it to you, Jim. But if
you prefer Dr. Brittlestone's, why, as I said, I know
nothing against it. But the main thing, man, is to go

to one of them immediately. Fil guarantee that a
couple of months will work wonders with you."
Hart shifted his position, and laid his head back
wearily on his pillow.
"Well, Fil sleep on it. In the morning. Fil make
arrangements to go to one of them."
Content with this promise, I left. I was somewhat
chagrined at Hart's having accepted the services of
another physician, even though it had been only in a
"friendly" way. While he naturally had the right to
gain ail the médical advice he wished, and to go te
any sanatorium he desired, still my long connection
with him as family physician and friend gave me, I
felt, a right to more considération than I had been
shown. I might, at least, have been apprised beforehand.
Toward Brittlestone I felt an increasing dislike. He
had, in a way, abruptly shouldered me aside, and taken
a case away under the artifice of a friendly call. I had
no doubt that he had deliberately cultivated Hart's
acquaintance for the purpose of obtaining another
wealthy patient for his sanatorium. T remembered his
strange call upon me, and wondered what connection
it might have with Hart. Possibly Brittlestone had
intended to broach the subject of sending Hart to his
own sanatorium, but had felt at a loss how to open
the matter with me. I felt quite bitter toward Brittlestone, and vastly displeased with Hart, as I drove back
to my office.
The next morning I received a message from Hart
saying that he had decided upon Happy Lane Sanatorium, and would leave town that afternoon. What
displeasure I felt at his choice was displaced by satisfaction that he had at last been prevailed upon to take
proper treatment. After ail. Happy Lane Sanatorium
was fully as good as East Lake.
In the following several months I received regular
letters from him, each cheerier than the one preceding.
Four months after he had entered Happy Lane, I
received the following:
Dear Tom :
I thought I would drop you a line to let you
know that I shall be back in the city in two weeks
at most. I am feeling better than I have for ten
years. It is ail due to Dr. Brittlestone. He is
really a wonderful physician, Tom. And he is
a wonderful man in every way. His kindness is
unbounded. He has twenty charity patients here,
and he attends them ail personally. He seems
more interested in them than in the paying patients even. His ambition is to turn Happy Lane
entirely into a charitable institution, and he intends
to do so as soon as he has money enough. Then
he may build another place for paying cases. He
is a dreamer and idealist of the highest type, and
a wonderful man in every way. Besides my gratitude to him for saving me—and he assures me I
would have been dead in a few months—I admire
him and like him for his noble qualities.
The sanatorium is situated in a paradise. The
scenery itself is an incentive to health and happiness. I have been
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part of the day reaching the little mountain town of
Harkinville. Then a two hour climb up a winding canyon road brought me to Happy Lane Sanatorium, huge,
towermg, and white, with great green lawns, and mâhy
white out-buildings. Enclosing the extensive grounds
was a high and ornate iron fence.
Within, the building was entirely of white tile, with
spacious, gleaming halls that carried the very atmosphère of sanitation. But, as in ail things Brittlestone
did, this whiteness was more an appeal to impressionability than a factor toward health. White is knovvn
to have a harsh effect on the convalescent system. Much
more bénéficiai is some restful color, preferably one
liked by the patient. The office was magnificently but
tastefully furnished, with really beautiful tapestries and
rugs. Bchind a mahogany desk sat a tall, lean, remarkably hard-faced woman. She glanced up at my entrance, and gave me a searching look.
As I approached the desk, she informed me with
utter finality that visitors were allowed only upon
Thursdays. Then she rcturned to lier work. This
réception incensed "me greatly, inasmuch as she had
not yet learned my object in calling, and since my medicine case must have told lier that I was a physician.
"This is a professional visit," I said wilh severity.
IWAS totally tmprcpared for the shock o£ the letter
*T
have a patient here, and have received a hurry call."
I received tcn days later:
"Oh, that is différent," she returned. She paused.
"Whom do you wish to see?"
Dear Tom ;
"Mr. Hart. Will you kindly direct me to his room?"
Probably you expected me to be home by this
"You will have to see Dr. Brittlestone first. He is /-.
time. But T have suffered a setback in hcalth.
in
his laboratory, Room 105. I will show you to it."
The day before yesterday when I rose, I felt very
At
that moment, Brittlestone appeared in the doortircd, although I had had a good night's sleep. Ail
way.
Upon seeing me, he started slightly, and a fleetthat day I felt as tired as though I had been withing
look
of what might have been alann, or annoyance,
out sleep for a week. Yesterday I felt worse
crosscd
his
face. Then he advanced smilingly.
fatigued than ever, so mnch so that I refused to
"Well,
doctor,"
he said. "This is indeed a surprise.
get up. I slept ail day, and night—steadily, only
I
had
hardly
expected
you so soon. You received my
waking once or twice—but this morning T am no
message,
then
?"
better. Tt is nothing serions according to Dr.
Recalling that Hart had sent his letter surreptitiously,
Brittlestone. He says that T have auto-intoxication
I
nodded.
from wrong eating. But I have eatcn only the
"Yes. Naturally I came at once. Have you any
prescribed diet. I am worried over my condition.
theory
as to the cause of Mr. Hart's relapse?"
I would like to have you corne up, and give your
Brittlestone
seemed nonplussed for a moment. He
opinion, as I think Dr. Brittlestone is mistakcn in
studied
me
sharply.
his diagnosis, and that I may be taking some viru"I must confess, no," he returned slowly. "Howlent disease. Are these the symptoms of sleeping
ever,
I think collapse would be the better word. Mr.
sickness? I wish you would come right up. I
Hart
seems
to be suffering from an excessive lassitude.
suggested this to Dr. Brittlestone, and he promOf course, I suspected immediately that he had had
iscd to notify you by letter, as the téléphoné here
an acute attaek of indigestion, and later I feared he
is ont of order. But I thought I would write you
might have developed some malignant disease. But
myself to be sure you would come. I am having
I have given him a thorough examination, and can say
Brand mail this, as Dr. Brittlestone has forbidden
that he is perfectly sound. So I am forced to believe
my writing any letters or receiving visitors for the
that he is suffering from over-exertion. He did rallier
next few days. He fears that any excitement or
overdo it, too, doctor. Against my advice, you may be
exertion would be harmful. I hope you will come
sure. The first day he rose from bed, he took a tramp
up, Tom, as soon as you can get started.
of maiîy miles. I am in error, of course, in having
/-/ art.
allowed him to over-ride me. But," Brittlestone smiled
deprecatively, "lie is a rather difficult man to oppose.
Hart's letter alarmed me greatly. Such a sudden
Come, and I will take you to him."
lassitude is often the prodrome of some serions disApparently perfectly friendly, Brittlestone chatted
ease. At Brittlestone's diagnosis I scoffed. At best
away
as he led me down the wide, white hall. I gained
it was no tribute to the efficiency of his institution. I
the
decided
impression that he was neither puzzled nor
started immediately for Happy Lane.
alarmed
over
Hart, that he regarded his ailment as
It is a good sixty mile drive, and I was the better

It was a long rambling letter, with a care-free note
that was remarkable in Hart. He described bis activities with a zest and buoyancy that made nie think
longingly of vacation. He had been hunting and fishing, and swimming during the past week. He had
been on long tramps in the mountains. He was a little
complaining abont the food. Brittlestone would not
allow him enough. he said, and he was always hungry.
His letter was filled with such things, but the excerpt
I have quoted was that which most interested me. I
felt no enthusiasm at his eulogy of Brittlestone. While
my aversion may have been due in some degree to professional jealousy, I like to think that it was divination
on my part of his true character. Whatever the cause,
I read that paragraph of Hart's letter with distinct
displeasure. Evidently, Brittlestone had over-emphasized the seriousness of Hart's condition, and played
upon the hypochondriac instinct that is in ail of us.
Certainly he had not saved the millionaire's life. I
began to see why Brittlestone's patients were so loud
in praise of the sanatorium. Brittlestone appeared to
me more and more as a wiley money grabber, and possibly even a quack and scoundrel.
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mcrely fatigue. He was more interested in describing
the sanatorium, which he promised to show to me as
soon as I had seen Hart. Before the open door of a
right wing room, he paused.
"He is in here, doctor."
I entered first, and as I crossed the threshold, I knew.
Hart lay on his back, his face in repose, his eyes closed.
There was a weariness to his face that was already
slowly fading. I had been in the presence of death too
often not to sense it. Brittlestone seemed to realize
it, too. There was surprise and alarm on his features.
I crossed to the bed, and took up Hart's hand. There
was no indication of puise in his wrist, and the flesh
was cold.
"What—what—" began Brittlestone in an excited
voice. "Is he—"
"He is dead," I returned, facing him with an indignation that was perhaps not justified. "Where is
Mr. Brand?"
"Why—" Brittlestone stepped to the bedside, and
seized the dead man's hand. Then he let it fall. "W hy,
he must be around. TU find him."
He left the room hurriedly. His odd behavior and
grcat agitation struck me as exceedingly strange, and
more in keeping with the reaction of a close relative
than with a physician. He returned shortly with John
Brand, Hart's secretary-Iawyer. In the meantime I
had examined the dead man carefully, and found no
due as to the cause of his death. As Brittlestone and
Brand entered, I was examining the left arm of the
corpse. T had found it dotted with the marks of a
hypodermic needle. With a brief nod to Brand, I
pointed these ont to Brittlestone.
"Was morphine administered to the patient with your
sanction, doctor?"
"Why, yes," returned Brittlestone hastily. "He was
in fréquent pain during the last week. He was utterly
unable to sleep at night. I was forced to give him a
quieting dose."
"1 was not aware of that," I said, gazing sternly at
the physician. "Nor did you mention it to me, doctor.
What was the cause of this pain?"
Brittlestone Heked his nps nervousiy.
"I had failed to mention it because I thought
you understood Mr. Hart's condition thoroughly. He
was subject to violent headaches, a symptom of his
fréquent attacks of acute indigestion."
I gazed thoughtfully at Brittlestone, and he avoided
my glance. I realized, of course, that he had lied. It
was a clumsy lie, too, evidently spun on the spur of the
moment. But I could see no reason for his falsehood.
"You say he was in pain?" I returned. "That you
thought he was suffering from headache? Did you
make no attempt to déterminé what was wrong? Do
you administer drugs here merely upon request ? There
are a dozen hypodermic marks upon his arm. Had he
not died as he did, you were in a fair way to make an
addict of him, for you admit that you administered
the drug only this last week."
"A dozen?" Brittlestone. evidently surprised, stepped
forward, and examined the dead man's arm. "1 administered it to him but three times."

"The nurse?" I askcd. "Where is she?"
"Why," Brittlestone hesitated. "She left yesterday.
That is, the one who lias been in attendance the last
month. I granted her a two months' vacation. The
new one—she is around somewhere. Shall I call her?"
"No. She would be of no aid," I replied.
That there was something seriously wrong was évident. But each moment I became more puzzled. Brittlestone's attitude was certainly suspicions, and I began
to suspect him of criminal activity, and even murder.
It left me stunned for a moment, the possibility that
Hart had been murdered. I dismissed the idea immediately. For if it was murder, what motive could there
he ? A physician does not kill his patients. Yet Hart's
death had been suspiciously sudden, and his illness
suspiciously unnatural. And Brittlestone said he had
suffered intense pain, while in his letter to me he had
described himself as only terribly fatigued. Another
strange circumstance was the absence of any one in
attendance on Hart.
As to the hypodermic marks, there was no evidence
of death from morphine, nor indeed from any drug.
Neither was death from any known disease indicated.
Brittlestone's confusion concerning the hypodermic
marks was suspicions. Al sep, thought I, he had lied
about them. But his astoni ament and dismay when
we had found Hart dead had seemed genuine.
I was in an absolute quandary. The thought came
that it might be suicide. Perhaps Brittlestone had told
the truth, and Hart had simulated pain in order to
gain the drug. But he had not died from morphine.
And there were nine more marks on the ami than
Brittlestone admitted. Perhaps Hart had bribed the
nurse for the additicmal doses. Still, what was it that
had killed him? I could think, at the moment, only
that he might have committed suicide by injecting an
air bubble into his blood streâm, though this, of course,
did not expiâin his lassitude. I faced my companions.
"Mr. Hart seems to have succumbed to an excessive
fatigue caused by over-exertion," I declared. "But
these extra ministrations of a drug of some kind raises
a doubt that will justify an inquest. Will you kindly •
notify the coroner, doctor?"
Brittlestone's eyes flickered oddly.
"Certainly," he replied, and there was an eagerness
to his tone. "1 dislike, of course, having any question
raised that will reflect on Happy Lane, but in this case
I feel that it is necessary. I am sure that Mr. Hart
must have bribed his nurse for added amounts of morphine, but it is évident that this did not cause his death.
An inquest will establish that he died from natural
causes."
With this forma! speech, he left the room. I took
advantage of his absence to question Hart's lawyersecretary. Brand informed me that he had been with
his employer constantly during the daytime, though he
slept several rooms away.
"Were Mr. Hart's affairs in good shape?" I asked.
"Did he have any troubles, financial or otherwise, that
you know of ? Any serious enough to have preyed on
his mind?"
"No indeed, doctor. In fact, he was more free of
entanglements than he had been at any time I handled
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his affairs. There was not even a lawsuit pending
against him."
"You had noticed no change in him mentally?"
"No—well, he did one thing I, personally, thought
odd."
"And that?"
"Well, two weeks ago he drew a will leaving half of
his estate to this sanatorium. But it was because of
his gratitude at having recovered his health here. Thatwas before his relapse, you know. He told me that
Dr. Brittlestone was working wonders both with his
sanatorium work, and in research. You know the
doctor has a laboratory here, and he spends most of his
spare time in it."
IWAS too overwhelmed for speech. Without a
word to Brand, I stepped into the long hallway of
the sanatorium, and walked slowly down it. I realized
that Hart had been the victim of an infernàlly clever
scoundrel, that this Brittlestone was as dangerous a
man as had ever walked the earth. He had made Hart
die a "natural death," a death due to some mystcrious
substance—some poison utterly unknown. I thought
of Brittlestone's laboratory. I walked to Room 105.
The door was unlocked. Quickly entering, I found
myself in a well-appointed laboratory, replete with
apparatus for physiologicàl research. As I stood there,
inspecting the room, fearful of Brittlestone's coming,
I heard a sound. It was the faint footsteps of someone. methodical, weary, unvarying. It came from the
left of me, evidently in the room uext. I listened for
several moments. The person in that room was stepping with a measured tread, never slowing up, never
increasing his pace. I noted that there was a door
opening into that chamber, and I stepped to it. It
was locked, with the key in the lock. I drew back the
boit, and cautiously opened the door. Then I stared in
amazement. A man, lagging of step, was circling the
room. His hands were manacled behind him. He was
apparently worn ont, and now and again he sighed in
agony. His head was drooping, his face lined with
fatigue. Often he half stumbled as though about to
fall. I saw that he was held up by a harness that was
strapped to his shoulders, and that this harness was
fastened to a motor on a high track on the wall. Evidently operated by electricity, the car made an endless
round of the chamber. The man, pulled onward by it,
was forced to walk çontinuously.
I leaped forward, and removed the straps from his
shoulders. With a moan, he collapsed into my amis.
The boit continued to traverse the room, dragging the
harness after it.
There came a sound from the doorway. dancing up.
I saw the huge form of Brittlestone. and îarther back,
Brand. Without a word, Brittlestone stepped back,
slammed the door, and locked it. I hearo" a mumble
of voices, a scuffling sound, and the crash of glass. A
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moment later the door opened again. Brand came m,
holding a revolver. His face was red, and he was
breathing heavily.
"What's ail this, doctor?" he panted. "Dr. Brittlestone acted like a madman. He tried to shoot me. I
had a time getting the gun. Then he jumped through
the window. I guess he's killed. He's lying ont there
on the cernent."
Brittlestone, we found, was dead, his skull fractured.
In his laboratory we found memoranda that fully
cleared up the mystery of Hart's death. Hart had indeed died from fatigue.
Brittlestone had made discoveries in physiology that
would have been much to his crédit had he not turned
them to the nefarious end he did. He had long studied
the katabolism of muscular activity, and had succeeded
in preparing a sérum containing muscle fatigue stuffs,
or rather, I gathered from his notes, the actual poisonous principle that induces fatigue. Among his memoranda were several pages torn from a work by Angelo
Moss, the Italian physiologist. Certain passages, which
were marked, I shall quote :
"I have now given a rapid glance at the toxic substances which are produced in the organism." "If
thèse waste products accumulate in the blood, we feel
fatigued ; when their amount passes the physiologicàl
limit, we become ill." " * * * and so long ago as 1887
I found that the blood of a fatigued animal is toxic, for
if injected into another animal, it produces the phenomena characteristic of fatigue." "* * * The idea
that fatigue is a kind of poisoning resulting from products derived from chemical changes in the cells is not
nevv. The physiologists, Pfluger, Preyer, and Zuntz
especially did much to establish the basis for this opinion. But we are still at the beginning of our researches,
and can say nothing as to the nature of these substances, and the question is so complex and so controversial that I shall certainly not attempt to indicate our
présent position with regard to it."
The man I had found a prisoner was one of the
charity patients and from him Brittlestone had gained
the supply of blood for his experiments. He had kept
the man eterually walking, allowing him no rest more
than was necessary to keep him alive. Recently Brittlestone had gone farther than the isolation of his
poison from the blood of the wearied man. He had
learned to synthesize the poison from organic substances.
Money raad, Brittlestone had made a business of
playing tipon the gratitude of his wealthy patients,
gaining mention in their wills, and then murdering them
with his sérum. At least five, we learned, had met
the same fate as Hart, but in their cases no question had
been raised.
Had Brittlestone not killed himself, he would surely
have hanged. As it was, three of his staff were convicted as accomplices, and sentenced to life imprisonment.
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Truth is stranger than fiction.—OU Saying,
AV1NG had
tely, in the course
grand vizier or no grand vizier, he has not the slightof some Oriental investigation, to consult
est design of giving up one iota of his vow or of his
(;
the Tcllmcnow Isitsbornot, a work which
privilèges. When, therefore, the fair Scheherazadc
m (like the Zohar of Simeon Jochaides) is
insisted upon marrying the king, and did actually marry
scarcely known at al!, evcn in Europe, and
him despite her father's excellent advice not to do
which has nevcr been quoted, to my knowledge, by any
anything of the kind—when she would and did marry
American—if we except, perhaps, tire author of the
him, I say, will I nill I, it was with her beautiful black
"Curiosities of American Literature";—having had
eyes as thoroughly open as the nature of the case would
occasion, I say, to turn over some pages of the firstallow.
mentioned very remarkable work, 1 was not a littlc
It seems, however, that this politic damsel (who
astonished to discover that the literary vvorld has hitherhad been reading Machiavelli, beyond doubt) had a
to been strangely in error respecting the fate of the
very ingénions little plot in lier mind. On the night
yizier's daughter, Scheherazadc, as that fate is depicted
of the wedding, she contrived, upon I forget what
in the "Arabian Nights"; and that the dénouement
specious pretense, to have her sister occupy a couch
there given, if not altogether inaccurate, as far as it
sufficiently near that of the royal pair to admit of easy
goes, is at least to blâme in not having gone very much
conversation from bed to bed ; and, a little before cockfarther.
crowing, she took care to awaken the good monarch,
For full information on this interesting topic, I must
her husband ( who bore her none the worse will because
refer the inquisitive reader to the "Isitsoornot" itself ;
he intended to wring her neck on the morrow)—she
but, in the mean time, 1 shaîl be pardoned for giving
managed to awaken him, I say although, on account of
a summary of what I there diScovered.
a capital conscience and an easy digestion, he slept
It will be remembered that, in the usual version of
well, by the profound interest of a story (about a
the talcs, a certain monarch, having good cause to be
rat and a black cat, I think ) which she was narrating
jealous of bis queen, not only puts her to death, but
(ail in an undertone, of course) to lier sister. When
makes a vow, l)y his beard and the prophet, to espouse
the day broke, it so happened that this history was not
each night the most beautiful maiden in his dominions,
altogether fmished, and that Scheherazadc, in the nature
and the next morning to
of things could not finish it
deliver her up to the exejust then, since it was high
TTfHEN xve realise that this story zvas zvrilfen nearly
cutioner.
time for her to get up and
_ 100 y car s ago, zvc must marvel al the extraordinarv
Having fulfilled this vow
be bowstrung—a thing very
fertile imagination of Poe. Poe was probably the inventor
for many years to the letlittle more pleasant than
of "Scicutifiction" as zvc knozv il loday, and just because
ter, and with a religions
the si or y zvas zvrilten al most a century ago, certain/y does
hanging, only a trille more
punctuality and method that
not make il less valuable. On the conlrary, il becomes more
genteel !
valnable as lime passes. Il is just as applicable to the modconferred great crédit upon
The king's curiosity,
em man, zvho is mostly in the fog about zoliat goes on
him as a man of devout
however,
prevailing, I am
a round him in science loday, as his prcdccessors zvere a
feclings and excellent sense,
sorry to say, evcn over his
century ago.
he was interrupted one
—
Sound religions principles,
afternoon (no doubt at his
induced him for this once to
prayers) by a visit from his grand vizier, to whose
postpone the fulfillment of his vow until next morning,
daughter, it appears, there had occurred an idea.
for the purpose and with the hope of hearing that night
Her name was Scheherazadc, and her idea was, that
how it fared in the end with the black cat (a black cat,
she would either redeem the land from the depopulatI think it was) and the rat. His curiosity was that
ing tax upon its beauty, or perish, after the approved
much aroused.
fashion of ail heroines, in the attempt.
The night having arrived, however, the lady ScheAccordingly, and although we do not find it to be
herazadc not only put the finishing stroke to the black
leap-year (which makes the sacrifice more meritorious),
cat and the rat (the rat was blue), but before she well
she députés her father, the grand vizier, to make an knew what she was about, found herself deep in the
offer to the king of her hand. This hand the king
intricacies of a narration, having reference (if I am
eagerly accepts—he had intended to take it at ail events,
not altogether mistaken) to a pink horse (with green
and had put off the matter from day to day, only
wings) that went, in a violent manner, by clockwork,
through fear of the vizier—but, in accepting it now,
and was wound up with an indigo key. With this
he gives ail parties very distinctly to understand, that.
history the king was even mpre profoundly interested
126

Schehcrazade relates the thousand-and-second taie to the caliph—being thc astounding: advcntures of Sinbad on the "flerce monster
of the sea," going to strange lands—thus relieving, terapourlly, at least, the tax on the female beauty of her land.
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thap with the other—and, as the day broke before its 1 Sinbad himself, as retailed by Scheherazade)—" 'at
conclusion (notvvithstanding ail the queen's endeavors
length in my old âge, and after enjoying many years of
to get through with it in time for the bowstringing),
tranquility at home, I became once more possessed with
there was again no resource but to postpone that cerea desire of visiting foreign countries; and one day,
mony as before, for twenty-four hours. The next
without acquainting any of my family with my design, I
night there happened a similar accident with a similar
packed up some bundles of such merchandise as was
resuit, and then the next—and then again the next;
most precious and least bulky, and, engaging a porter
so that, in the end, the good monarch, having been
to carry them, went with him down to the sea-shore,
unavoidably deprived of ail opportunity to keep his
to await the arrivai of any chance vessel that might
vow during a period of no less than one thousand and
convey me ont of the kingdom into some région which
one nights, either forgets it altogether by the expiraI had not as yet explored.
tion of this time, or gets himself absolved of it in the
'Having deposited the packages upon the sands, we
régulai- way, or (what is more probable) breaks it outsat down beneath some trees, and looked out into the
right, as well as the head of his father confessor. At
océan in the hope of perceiving a ship, but during
ail events, Scheherazade, who, being lineally descended
several hours we saw none whatever. At length I
from Eve, fell heir, perhaps, to the whole seven baskets
fancied that I could hear a singular buzzing or humof talk, which the latter lady, we ail know, picked up
ming sound—and the porter, after listening awhile,
from under the trees in the garden of Eden; Scheheradéclarée! that he also could distinguish it. Presently
zade, I say, finally triumphed, and the tarifï upon beauty
it grew louder, and then still louder, so that we could
was repealed.
have no doubt that the object which causée! it was
Now, this conclusion (which is that of the story as
approaching us. At length, on the edge of the horizon,
we have it upon record) is, no doubt, excessively proper
we discovered a black spot, which rapielly increased
and pleasant—but alas ! like a great many pleasant
in size until we maele it out to be a vast monster, swimthings, is more pleasant than true ; and I am indebted
ming with a great part of its body above the surface
altogether to the "Isitsoornot" for the means of corof the sea. It came toward us with inconceivable
recting the error. "Le Mieux," says a French proverb,
swiftness, throwing up huge waves of foam around
"est l'ennemi du bien," and, in mentioning that Scheits breast, and illuminating ail that part of the sea
herazade had inherited the seven baskets of talk, I
through which it passeel with a long line of fire that
should have added, that she put them ont at compound
extended far otï into the distance.
interest until they amounted to seventy-seven.
" 'As the thing drew near we saw it very distinctly.
"My dear sister," said she, on the thousand-andIts length was equal to that of three of the loftiest
second night (I quote the language of the "Isitsoornot"
trees that grow, and it was as wide as the great hall
at this point, Verbatim), "my dear sister," said she,
of audience in your palace, O most sublime and munifi"now that ail this little difficulty about the bowstring
cent of the caliphs. Its body, which was unlike that
has blown over, and that this odious tax is so happily
of ordinary fishes, was as solid as a rock, and of a
repealed, I feel that I have been guilty of great indisjetty blackness throughout ail that portion of it which
crétion in withholding from you and the king (who,
floated above the water, with the exception of a narrow
I am sorry to say, snores—a thing no gentleman would
blood-red streak that completely begirdled it. The
do) the full conclusion of the history of Sinbad the
belly, which floated beneath the surface, and of which
sailor. This person went through numerous other and
we could get only a glimpse now and then as the monmore interesting adventures than those which I related ;
ster rose and fell with the billows, was entirely covered
but the truth is, I felt sleepy on the particular night
with metallic scales, of a color like that of the moon
of their narration, and so was seduced into cutting
in misty weather. The back was flat and nearly white,
'them short—a grievous piece of misconduct, for which
and from it there extended upward of six spines, about
I only trust that Allah will forgive me. But even yet
half the length of the whole body.
it is not too late to remedy my great neglect—and as
" 'This horrible créature had no mouth that we could
soon as I have given the king a pinch or two in order
perceive ; but, as if to make up for this deficiency, it
to wake him up so far that he may stop making that
was provided with at least four score of eyes, that
horrible noise, I will forthwith entertain you (and him
protruded from their sockets like those of the green
if he pleases) with the sequel of this very remarkable
dragon-fly, and were arranged ail around the body in
story."
two rows, one above the other, and parai lel to the
blood-red streak, which seemed to answer the purpose
HEREUPON the sister of Scheherazade, as I have
of an eyebrow. Two or three of these dreadful eyes
it from the "Isitsoornot," expressed no very parwere much larger than the others and had the appearticular intensity of gratification, but the king having
ance of solid gold.
been sufficiently pinched, at length ceased snorîng, and
" 'Although this beast approached us, as I have
finally said "Hum!" and then "Hoo!" when the queen,
before said, with the greatest rapidity, it must have
understanding these words (which are no doubt Arabie)
been moved altogether by necromancy—for it had
to signify that he was ail attention, and would do his
neither fins like a fish nor web-feet like a duck, nor
best not to snore any more—the queen I say, having
wings like the sea-shell which is blown along in the
arranged these matters to her satisfaction, re-entered
manner of a vessel; nor yet did it writhe itself forthus, at once, into the history of Sinbad the sailor :
ward as do the eels. Its head and its tail were shaped
" 'At length, in my old âge' (these are the words of
precisely alike only, not far from the latter, were two
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fast, although nearly in an opposite direction, so that,
small fcoles that served for nostrils, and through which
by these means, he finally made his escape with my
the monster puffed ont its thick breath with prodigious
bundles, of which I have no doubt he took excellent,
violence, and with a shrieking, disagreeable noise.
care—although this is a point I cannot déterminé, as
" 'Our terror at beholding this hideous thing was
I do not remember that I ever beheld him again.
very great—but it was even surpassed by our astonish" 'For myself, I was so hotly pursued by a swarm
ment, when upon getting a nearer look, we perceived
of the men-vermin (who had corne to the shore in
upon the creature's back a vast number of animais about
boats) that I was very soon overtaken, bound hand and
the size and shape of men, and altogether much refoot, and conveyed to the beast, which immediately
sembling them, except that they wore no garments (as
swam out again into the middle of the sea.
men do), being supplied (by nature, no doubt) with
" T now bitterly repented my folly in quitting a coman ugly, uncomfortable covering, a good deal like cloth,
fortable
home to péril my life in such adventures as
but fitting so tight to the skin as to render the poor
this;
but
regret being useless, I made the best of my
wretches laughably awkward, and put them apparently
condition,
and exerted myself to secure the good-will
to severe pain. On the very tips of their heads were
of
the
man-animal
that owned the trumpet, and who
certain square-looking boxes, which, at first sight, I
appeared
to
exercise
authority over his fellows. I sucthought might have been intended to answer as turceeded
so
well
in
this
endeavor that in a few days the
bans, but I soon discovered that they were excessively
créature
bestowed
upon
me varions tokens of its favor,
heavy and solid, and I therefore concluded they were
and
in
the
end
even
went
to the trouble of teaching me
contrivances designed, by their great weight, to keep
the
rudiments
of
what
it
was vain enough to denomithe heads of the animais steady and safe upon their
nate
its
language;
so
that,
at length, I was enabled to
shoulders. Around the necks of the créatures were
converse
with
it
readily,
and
came to make it comprefastened black collars (badges of servitude, no doubt),
hend
the
ardent
desire
I
had
of
seeing the world.
such as we keep on our dogs, only much wider and
"
'Washish
squashish
squeak,
Sinhad,
hcy-diddïe, didinfinitely stiffer—so that it was quite impossible for
dle,
grunt
tint
grumble,
hiss
fus,
whiss,'
said he to me,
these poor victims to move their heads in any direction
one
day
after
dinner—but
I
beg
a
thousand
pardons, I
without moving the body at the same time; and thus
had
forgotten
that
your
majesty
is
not
conversant
with
they were doomed to perpétuai contemplation of their
the dialect of the Cock-neighs (so the man-animals were
noses—a view puggish and snubby in a wonderful, if
called ; I présumé because their language formed the
not positively in an awful degree.
Connecting link between that of the horse and that of
" 'When the monster had nearly reached the shore
the rooster). With your permission, I will translate.
where we stood, it suddenly pushed out one of its eyes
'Washish squashish,' and so forth;—that is to say, T
to a great extent, and emitted from it a terrible flash
am happy to find, my dear Sinbad, that you are really
of fire, accompanied by a dense cloud of smoke, and a
a very excellent fellow ; we are now about doing a
noise that I can compare to nothing but thunder. As
thing which is called circumnavigating the globe; and
the smoke cleared away, we saw one of the odd mansince you are so desirous of seeing the world, I will
animals standing near the head of the large beast with
strain a point and give you a free passage upon the
a trumpet in his hand, through which (putting it to his
back of the beast.' "
mouth) he presently addressed us in loud, harsh, and
When the Lady Scheherazade had proceeded thus
disagreeable accents, that, perhaps, we should have
far,
relates the "Isitsoornot," the king turned over
mistaken for language, had they not corne altogether
from
his left side to his right and said—
through the nose.
"It
is, in fact, very surprising, my dear queen, that
" 'Being thus evidently spoken to, I was at a loss how
you
omitted
hitherto these latter adventures of Sinbad.
to reply, as I could in no manner understand what was
Do
you
know
I think them exceedingly entertaining
said ; and in this difficulty I turned to the porter, who
and
strange?"
was near swooning through affright, and demanded of
The king having thus expressed himself, we are told,
him his opinion as to what species of monster it was,
the
fair Scheherazade resumed lier history in the folwhat it wanted, and what kind of créatures those were
lowîng
words :—
that so swarmed upon its back. To this the porter re"Sinbad
went on in this manner, with his narrative—
plied, as well as he could for trépidation, that he had
T
thanked
the man-animal for its kindness, and soon
once before heard of this sea-beast ; that it was a cruel
found
myself
very much at home on the beast, which
démon, with bowels of sulphur and blood of fire, created
swam at a prodigious rate through the océan ; although
by evil genii as the means of inflicting misery upon
the surface of the latter is, in that part of the world,
mankind ; that the things upon its back were vermin,
by no means flat, but round like a pomegranate, so that
such as sometimes infest cats and dogs, only a little
we went—so to say—either up hill or down hill ail the
larger and more savage; and that these vermin had
time.' "
their uses, however evil—for, through the torture they
"That, I think, was very singuîar," interrupted the
caused the beast by their nibblings and stingings, it
king.
was goaded into that degree of wrath which was requi"Nevertheless, it is quite true," replied Scheherazade.
site to make it roar and commit ill, and so fulfill the
"I have my doubts," rejoined the king; "but pray, be
vengeful and malicious designs of the wicked genii.
so good as to go on with the story."
" 'This account determined me to take to my heels,
"I will," said the queen. " 'The beast,' continued
and, without once even looking behind me, I ran at
Sinbad,
'swam, as I have related, up hill and down hill.
full speed up into the hills, while the porter ran equally
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until at length we arrivée! at an island, many hundreds
of miles in circumference, but which, nevertheless, had
been built in the middle of the sea by a colony of little
things like caterpillars.'1
"Hum !" said the king.
" 'Leaving this island,' said Sinbad—(for Scheherazade, it must be understood, took no notice of her husband's i!l-mannered ejaculation)—'leaving this island,
we came to another where the forests were of solid
stone, and so hard that they shivered to pièces the
finest-tempered axes with which we endeavored to eut
them dovvn.' "2
"Hum !" said the king again ; but Scheherazade, paying him no attention, continued in the language of Sinbad.
" 'Passing beyond this last island, we reached a
country where there was a cave that ran to the distance
of thirty or forty miles within the bowels of the earth,
and that contained a greater number of far more spacious and more magnificent palaces than are to be found
in ail Damascus and Bagdad. From the rooms of these
palaces there hung myriads of gems, like diamonds,
but larger than men ; and in among the streets of towers and pyramids and temples, there flowed immense
rivers as black as ebony, and swarming with fish that
had no eyes." 3
"Hum!" said the king.
"We then swam into a région of the sea where we
found a lofty mountain, down whose sides there
streamed torrents of melted métal, some of which were
twelve miles wide and sixty miles long;4 while from
' The coralites.
■ "One of the most remarkable natural curiosities in Texas is
a petnfied forest near the head of Pasigno River. It consists
of several hundred trees, in an ercct position, ail turned to
stone. Several trees, now growing, are partly petrified. This is
a startling fact for natural philosophers, and must cause them to
niodify the existing theory of petrifaction."—Kennedy.
1 his account. at first discredited," lias since been corroborated
by the discovery of a completely petrified forest, near the headwaters of the Chayenne, or Chienne River, which has its source
in the Black Hills of the Rocky Chain.
There is scarcely, perhaps, a spectacle on the surface of the
globe more remarkable, either in a geological or picturesque
point of view, than that presented by the petrified forest, near
Cairo. The traveler, having passed the tombs of the caliphs,
just beyond the gâtes of the city, procceds to the southward,
nearly at right angles to the road across the desert to Suez, and
after having traveled some ten miles up a low barren valley,
covered with sand, grave!, and sea-shells, fresh as if the tide had
retired but yesterday, crosses a low range of sandhills, which
has for some distance run parallel to his path. The sccne now
presented to him is beyond conception, singular and desolate. A
mass of fragments of trees, ail converted into stone, and when
struck by his horse's hoof ringing like cast iron, is seen to extend itself for miles and miles around him, in the form of a
decayed and prostrate forest. The wood is of a dark brown
hue, but retains its forfn in perfection, the pièces being from one
to fifteen feet m length, and from half a foot to three feet
m thickness, strewed so closely together, as far as the eye can
reach, that an Egyptian donkey can scarcely thread its way
through amongst them, and so natural that, were it in Scotland
or Ireland, it might pass without remark for some enormous
dramed bog, on which the exhumed trees lay rotting in the sun.
The roots and rudiments of the branches are in many cases
nearly perfect, and in some the worm-holes caten under the bark
are rcadily recognizable. The most délicate of the sap vessels,
and ail the finer portions of the centre of the wood, are perfectly entire, and bear to be examined with the strongest magnifiers. The whole are so thoroughlv silicified as to scratch
glass, and are capable of receiving the highest polish.—v^siotic
Magaciyie.
' The Mammoth Cave of Kentucky.
* In Iccland, 1783.

an abyss on the summit issued so vast a quantity of
ashes that the sun was entirely blotted ont from the
heavens, and it became darker than the darkest midnight; so that when we were even at the distance of
a hundred and fifty miles from the mountain, it was
impossible to see the whitest object, however close we
held it to our eyes.' " 5
"Hum !" said the king.
" 'After quitting this coast, the beast continued his
voyage until we met with a land in which the nature
of things seemed reversed—for we here saw a great
lake, at the bottom of which, more than a hundred feet
beneath the surface of the water, there flourislied in
full leaf a forest of tall and luxuriant trees.' " G
"Hoo!" said the king.
" 'Some hundred miles farther on brought us to a
climate where the atmosphère was so dense as to sustain iron or steel, just as our own does feathers.' " 7
"Fiddle de dee," said the king.
"pROCEEDTNG still in the same direction, we
X presently arrived at the most magnificent régions in the whole world. Through it there meandered
a glorious river for several thousands of miles. This
river was of unspeakable depth, and of a transparency
richer than that of amber. It was from three to six
miles in width ; and its banks, which rose on either side
to twelve hundred feet in perpendicular height, were
crowned with ever-blossoming trees and perpétuai
sweet-scented flowers that made the whole territory
one gorgeous garden ; but the name of this luxuriant
land was the kingdom of Horror, and to enter it was
inévitable death.' " 8
"Humph!" said the king.
" 'We left this kingdom in great haste, and, after
some days, came to another, where we were astonished
to perceive myriads of monstrous animais with horns
resembling scythes upon their heads. These hideous
beasts dig for themselves vast caverns in the soil, of
a funnel shape, and line the sides of them with rocks
so disposed one upon the other that they fall instantly
when trodden upon by other animais, thus precipitating
them into the monster's dens, where their blood te immediately sucked and their carcasses afterwards hurled
Dunng the éruption of Hecla, in 1766, clouds of this kind
produced such a degree of darkness that, at Glaumba, which is
more than fifty leaguesf from the mountain, people could onlv
find their way by groping. During the éruption of Vesuvius, in
1794, at Cascrta, four leagues dijtant, people could only walk by
the light of torches. On May 1, 1812, a cloud of volcanic ashes
and sand. coming from a volcano in the island of St. Vincent,
covered the whole of Barbadoes, spreading over it so intense a
darkness that at mid-day, in the open air, one could not perceive
the trees or other objects near him, or even a white handkerchief
placed at the distance of six inchcs from the eye."—Murray.
p. 6215, Phil. edit.
"In the year 1790, in the Caraccas, during an earthquake. a
portion of the granité soil sank and left a!' lake eight hundred
yards in diameter, and from eighty to a hundred feet deep. It
was a part of the forest of Aripao which sank. and the trees
remained green for several months under the water."—Murray,
p. 221.
' The hardest steel ever manufactured may, under the action
of a blow-pipe, be reduced to an impalpable powder, which wiîl
float readify in the atmospheric air.
"The région of the Nigar. See Simmona's Colonial Magazine.

THE THOUSANDcontemptuously ont to an immense distance from "the
caverns of death." 9
"Pooh !" said the king.
" 'Continuing our progress, we perceived a district
abounding with vegetables that grew not upon any
soil, but in the air.10 There were others that sprang
from the substance of other vegetables;11 others that
derived their substance from the bodies of living animais ;12 and then again there were others that glowed
ail over with intense fire ;13 others that moved from
place to place at pleasure,14 and, what is still more wonderful, we discovered flowers that lived and breathed
and moved their limbs at will, and had, moreover, the
detestable passion of mankind for enslaving other créatures and confming them in horrid and solitary prisons
until the fui filment of appointed tasks.' " 15
"Pshaw !" said the king.
" 'Quitting this land, we soon arrived at another in
which the bees and the birds are mathematicians of such
genius and érudition, that they give daily instructions
in the science of geomctry to the wise men of the empire. The king of the place having offered a reward
for the solution of two very difficult problems, they
were solved upon the spot—the one by the bees, and
(he other by the birds; but the king keeping their solu'The Hyrmclcon—lion-ant. The terni "monster" is equally
applicable to small abnormal things and to great, while such
cpithcts as "vast" arc merely comparative. The cavern of the
myrnielcon is vast in comparison with the hole of the common
rcd10 ant. A grain of silex is, also, a "rock."
The Epideiidron, Flos A cris, of the family of the Orchidoc,
grows with merely the surface of its roots attached to a tree or
other objcct, from which it dérivés no nutriment—subsisting
altogether
upon air.
11
The Parasite, such as the wonderful Rafflesia Arnaldli.
" Schouzv advocates a class of plants that grow upon living
animais—the Planlac Epiaac. Of this class are the Fnci and
A lyoe.
Mr. J. B. Williams, of Salem, Mass., presented the National
Institute witli an insect from New Zealand, with the following
description : "The Hotte, a decided Caterpillar or worm, is found
growing at the foot of the Rata tree, with a plant growing out
of its head. This most peculiar and extraordinary insect travels
up both the Rata and Perriri trecs, and entering into the top, cats
its way, perforating the trunk of the tree until it reaches the
root ; it then cornes out of the root and dies, or remains dormant,
and the plant propagates out of its head ; the body remains perfect and entire, of a harder substance than when alive. From
this1 insect the natives make a coloring for tattooing."
In mines and natural caves we find a species of cryptogamous
fungus that emits an intense phosphorescence.
u
The
orchis, scabius, and valisneria.
16
"The corolla of this flower (Aristolochia Cleviatitis), which
is tubular, but terminating upward in a ligulate limb, is inflated
into a globular figure at the base. The tubular part is intcrnally
beset with stiff hairs, pointing downward. The globular part
contaîns the pistil, which consists merely of a germen and
stigma, together with the surrounding stamens. But the
stamens, being shorter than even the germen, cannot discharge
the pollen so as to throw it upon the stigma, as the flower stands
always upright till after imprégnation. And hélice, without
some additional and peculiar aid, the pollen must necessarily
fall down to the bottom of the flower. Now, the aid that nature
has furnished in this case is, that of the Tipnta Pcmucornis, a
small insect, which, entering the tube of the corolla in quest of
honey, descends to the bottom and rummages about till it becomes quite covered with pollen ; but not being able to force its
way out again, owing to the downward position of the hairs,
which converge to a point like the wires of a mouse-trap. and
being somewhat impatient of its confinement, it brushes backward and forward, trying every corner, till, after repeatedly
traversing_ the stigma, it covers it with pollen sufficient for its
imprégnation, in conséquence of which the flower soon begins to
droop and the hairs to shrink to the side of the tube, affccting
an easy passage for the escape of the insect."—Rev. P. Keith,
System of Physiological Botany.
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lion a secret, it was only after the most profound researches and labor, and the writing of an infinity of
big books, during a long sériés of years, that the menmathematicians at length arrived at the identical solutions which had been given upon the spot by the becs
and by the birds.' " 10
"Oh my !" said the king.
" 'We had scarcely lost sight of this empire when we
found ourselves close upon another, from whose shores
there flew over our heads a flock of fowls a mile in
breadth, and two hundred and forty miles long ; so that,
although they flew a mile during every minute, it required no less than four hours for the whole flock to
pass over us—in which there were several millions of
millions of fowls.' " 17
"Oh fy !" said the king.
"'No sooner had we got rid of these birds, which
occasioned us great annoyance, than we were terrified
by the appearance of a fowl of another kind, and infinitely larger than even the rocs which I met in my
former voyages; for it was bigger than the biggest of
the dômes on your seraglio, oh, most Munificent of
Caliphs. This terrible fowl had no head that we could
perceive, but was fashioned entirely of belly, which was
of a prodigious fatness and roundness, of a soft-looking substance, smooth, shining, and striped with various colors. In its talons, the monster was bearing a way
to his eyrie in the heavens, a house from which it had
knocked off the roof, and in the interior of which we
distinctly saw human beings, who, beyond doubt, were
in a state of frightful despair at the horrible fate which
awaited them. We shouted with ail our might, in the
hope of frightening the bird into letting go of its prey;
but it merely gave a snort or puff, as if of rage, and
then let fall upon our heads a heavy sack which proved
to be filled with sand !' " 18
"Stuff !" said the king.
" 'It was just after this adventure that we encountered a continent of immense extent and of prodigious
solidity, but which, nevertheless was supported entirely
upon the back of a sky-blue cow that had no fewer than
four hundred horns.' " 19
. riic becs—ever since bces_ were—bave been constructing
tbeir cclls with just such sides, in just such number, and at just
such inclinations, as it has been demonstrated (in a problem
involving the profoundest mathematical principles) are the very
sides, m the very number, and at the very angles, which will
afford the créatures the most room that is compatible with the
greatest stability of structure.
During the latter part of the last ccntury, the question arose
among mathematicians—"to déterminé the best form that can be
given to the sails of a windmill, according to their varying distances from the revolving vanes, and likewise from the centres
ot the révolution. Tins is an excossively complex problem, for
1* 's'. 111 ot"er words, to find the best possible position at an
infinity oi varied distances, and at an infinity of points on the
arm. There were a thousand futile attempts to answer the query
on the part of the most illustrions mathematicians; and, when,
at length, an undeniable solution was discovered, men found that
the wings of a bird had given it with absolute précision ever
smee the first bird had traversed the air.
'■ He observed a flock of pigeons passing betwixt Frankfort
and the Indiana territory, one mile at least in breadth; it took
up four hours in passing; which, at the rate of one mile per
minute, gives a length of 240 miles ; and, supposing three pigeons
to each square yard, gives 2,230,372,900 pigeons.—Travels in
Canada
and the United States, by Lient. F. Hall.
18
A balloon.
3
18
'The earth is upheld by a cow of a blue color having Horns
four hundred in number."—Sale's Koran.
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"That, now I believe," said the king, "because I havî
read something of the kind before in a book."
" *We passed immediately beneath this continent
(swimming in between the legs of the cow) and, after
some hours, found ourselves in a wonderful country
indeed, which, I vvas informed by the man-anima., A-as
his own native land, inhabited by things of his own
species. This elevated the man-animal very much in
tny esteem ; and in fact, I now began to feel ashamed
of the contemptuous familiarity with which I had
treated him ; for I found that the man-animals in général were a nation of the most powerful magicians, who
lived with worms in their brain,20 which, no doubt,
served to stimulate them, by their painful writhings
and wrigglings, to the most miraculous efforts of
imagination.' "
"Nonsense!" said the king.
"Among the magicians were domestfcated several
animais of very singular kinds ; for example, there was
a huge horse whose bones were iron and whose blood
was boiling water. In place of corn, he had black stones
for his usual food ; and yet, in spite of so hard a diet,
he was so strong and swift that he would drag a load
more weighty than the grandest temple in this city, at
a rate surpassing that of the flight of most birds.' " 21
"Twattle!" said the king.
" T saw, also, among these people a lien without
feathers, but bigger than a camel ; instead of flesh and
bone she had iron and brick ; her blood, like that of the
horse (to whom, in fact, she was nearly related), was
boiling water ; and like him she ate nothing but wood
or black stones. This hen brought forth, very frequently, a hundred chickens in the day ; and, after birth,
they took up their résidence for several weeks within
the stomach of their mother.' " 22
"Fal lal !" said the king.
" 'One of this nation of mighty conjurors created a
man out of brass and wood, and leather, and endowed
him with such ingenuity that he would have beaten at
chess ail the race of mankind, with the exception of the
great Caliph, Haroun Alraschid.23 Another of these
magi constructed (of like material) a créature that put
to shame even the genius of him who made it ; for so
great were its reasoning powers that, in a second, it performed calculations of so vast an extent that they would
have required the united labor of fifty thousand fleshy
men for a year.2'1 But a still more wonderful conjurer
fashioned for himself a mighty thing that was neither
man nor beast, but which had brains of lead, intermixed
with a black matter like pitch, and fingers that it employed with such incredible speed and dexterity that it
would have had no trouble in writing out twenty thousand copies of the Koran in an hour ; and this vvas so
exquisite a précision, that in ail the copies there should
not be found one to vary from another by the breadth
" "The Entosoa, or intestinal worms, have repeatedly been
observed in the muscles, and in the cérébral substance of men."
—See
Wy ait's Physiology, p. 143.
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On the Great Western Railway, between London and Exeter. a speed of 71 miles per hour bas been attained. A train
weighing 90 tons was whirled from Paddington to Didcot (53
miles), in 51 minutes.
"The Rccalobeion. (Now called Incubator.)
" Maelze's Automaton Chess-player.
" Babbage's Calculating Machine.

of the finest hair. This thing was of prodigious
strength, so that it erected or overthrew the mightiest
empires at a breath ; but its powers were exercised
equally for evil and for good.' "
"Ridiculous !" said the king.
" 'Among this nation of necromancers there vvas also
one who had in his veins the blood of the salamanders ;
for he made no scruple of sitting down to smoke his
chibouc in a red-hot oven until his dinner vvas thoroughly roasted upon its floor.23 Another had the
faculty of converting the common metals into gold,
without even looking at them during the proçess.20 Another had such a delicacy of touch that he made a wire
so fine as to be invisible.27 Another had such quickness
of perception that he counted ail the separate motions
of an elastic body, while it was springing backward and
forward at the rate of nine hundred millions of times
in a second.' " 28
"Absurd !" said the king.
" 'Another of these magicians, by means of a fluid
that nobody ever yet saw, could make the corpses of his
friends brandish their arms, kick out their legs, fight, or
even get up and dance at his will.29 Another had cultivated his voice to so great an extent that he could have
made himself heard from one end of the earth to the
other.30 Another had so long an arm that he could sit
down in Damascus and indite a letter at Bagdad—or,
indeed, at any distance vvhatsoever.31 Another commanded the lightning to corne down to him out of the
heavens, and it came at his call ; and served him for a
plaything when it came. Another took two loud sounds
and out of them made a silence. Another constructed a
deep darkness out of two brilliant lights.32 Another
made ice in a red-hot furnace.33 Another directed the
Chahcrt, and since him, a hundred others.
The Electrotype.
IVollaslon made of platinum for the field of views in a télescopé a wire one eighteen-thousand part of an inch in thickness.
It could be seen only by means of the microscope.
Newton demonstrated that the retina, beneath the influence
of the violet ray of the spectrum, vibrated 900,000,000 of times
in a second.
"The
yoltaic pile.
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The Electro Telegraph transmits intelligence instantancously
—at leasts0 far as regards any distance upon the earth.
The Electro Telegraph Pnnting Apparatus.
"Common expenments in Natural Philosophy. If two red
rays from two luminous points bc admitted into a dark chamber
011 a
yhitheir
,te .surface,
andis differ
in their
length
by
0.0000258 of an -inch,
intensity
doubled.
So also
if the
différence in length be any
whole number multiplied of that
fraction. A multiple by 21/,, 3%, &c., gives an intensity equal
to one ray only; but a multiple by 2'A. 3%, &c., gives the resuit
of total darkness. In violet rays similar effects arise when the
différence in length is 0.000157 of an inch; and with ail other
rays the results are the same—the différence varying with a
uniform increase from the violet to the red.
Analogous experiments in respect to sound produce analogous
results.
" Place a platinum crucible over a spirit lamp, and keep it at
a red heat ; pour in some sulphurous acid, which. though the
most volatile of bodies at a common température, will be found
to become completely fixed in a hot crucible. and not a drop
evaporates—being surrounded by an atmosphère of its own,
it does not, in fact, touch the sides. A few drops of water
are now introduced, when the acid immediately coming in
contact with the heated sides of the crucible, Aies off in sulphurous acid vapor, and so rapid is its progress, that the
calorie of the water passes off with it, which falls a lump of
ice to the bottom.; by taking advantage of the moment before
it is allowed to re-melt, it may be turned out a lump of ice
from a red-hot vesscl.
n

ÏHE THOUSAND-AND-SECOND TALE
sun to paint his portrait, and the sun did.34 Another
took this luminary with the moon and the planets, and
having first weighed them with scrupulous accuracj',
probed into their depths and found out the solidity of
the substance of which they are made. But the whole
nation is, indeed, of so surprising a necromantic ability,
that not even their infants, nor their commonest cats
and dogs, have any difficulty in seeing objects that do
not exist at ail, or that for twenty-millions of years before the birth of the nation itself, had been blotted out
from the face of création.' "35
"Preposterous !" said the king.
" 'The wives and daughters of these jncomparably
great and wise magi, " continued Scheherazade, without
being in any manner disturbed by these fréquent and
most ungentlemanly interruptions on the part of her
husband—■" *the wives and daughters of these eminent
conjurors are everything that is accomplished and relined ; and would be everything that is interesting and
beautiful, but for an unhappy fatality that besets them,
and from which not even the miraculous powers of
their husbands and fathers has, hitherto, been adéquate
31
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The Daguerreotype.
Although light travels 183,000 miles in a second, the distances of 61 Cygni (the first star whose distance was ascertained,) is so inconceivably groat, that its rays would require
more than ten years to reach the earth. For stars bcyond this,
20—or even 1,000 years—would be a moderate estimate. Thus,
if they had been annihilated 20. or 1,000 years ago, we might
still see them to-day, by the light which started from their
surfaces, 20 or 1,000 years in the past time. That many which
we see daily are rcally extinct, is not impossible—not even
improbable.
The elder Herschel maintains that the light of the îaintest
nebulœ seen through his great telescope, must have taken
3,000,000 years in reaching the earth. Some, made visible by
Lord Ross' instrument must, then, have required at least
20,000,000.

to save. Some fatalities corne in certain sbapes, and
some in others—but this of which I speak, has come in
the shape of a crochet.' " 38
"A what ?" said the king.
" 'A crochet,' " said Scheherazade. " 'One of the evi!
genii who are perpetually upon the watch to inflict ill,
has put it into the heads of these accomplished ladies
that the thing which we describe as personal beauty,
consists altogether in the protruberance of the région
which lies not very far below the small of the back.
Perfection of loveliness, they say, is in the direct ratio
of the extent of this hump. Having been long possessed
of this idea, and bolsters being cheap in that country,
the days have long gone by since it was possible to distinguish a woman from a dromedary—' "
"Stop!" said the king—"1 can't stand that, and I
won't. You have already given me a dreadful headache
with your lies. The day, too, I perceive, is beginning to
break. How long have we been married?—my conscience is getting to be troublesome again. And then
that dromedary touch—do you take me for a fool?
Upon the whole, you might as well get up and be
throttled."
These words, as I learn from the Isitsôornot, both
grieved and astonished Scheherazade ; but, as she knew
the king to be a man of scrupulous integrity, and quite
unlikely to forfeit his word, she submitted to her fate
with good grâce. She derived, however, great consolation (during the tightening of the bowstring) from
the reflection that much of the history remained still
untold, and that the pétulance of her brute of a husband
had reaped for him a most righteous reward, in depriving him of many inconceivable adventures.
" The "bustlc" of mid-Victorian terminology.—Editor.
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71. G. Wells

What Has Gone Before:
71 AT IVRES—for that was the correct spelliug for "Mor/IXff ris" (ihe title had also disappeared) in the distant cen* -*• tury of the future about which this story is zvrillcn—
bcing a fitting descendant of a very proper and sensibk ancestor,
did everything just and proper—according to his time, of course.
He learned ail lie needed to learn by me ans of the phonograph
and continued to get his daily news, etc., by the saine method.
The last vestige of romance had been ahnost compleicly eliminated. Everything went on in a perfectly ordered routine;
evcrybody was happy. In those days hypnotists were doing
mue h work.
Elisabeth, Mwres' daughter, was of a decidedly roman tic
bent, particularly after she met and fcll in love with young
Denton, a romanticist of the deepest hue, allhough he was a
mere attendant on a flying-machine stage. A marriage between the se tzvo young peoplc zvas, front the father's point of
viezu, manifestly undesirable, especially as he had inlended her
to marry Dindon, a very correct and sensible fellozv of good
mcans and high standing in the community.
A hypnolist finally prevails over Elisabeth, by a clever ruse,
to allow h erse If to be hypnolised and is mode to forget that she
ever knczu Denton or romance, and to concentrale her interest on Dindon. Denton, heartbroken because Elisabeth knozvs
him no longer, goes to the same hypnotist for help. There he

inadvertenlly learns that Elisabeth had been hypnolised oui of
her love for him by the same hypnolist, and he manages after a
strangely znolcnt struggle, to get Elisabeth back.
Tltey décide to get married and run azvay to the country until
Elisabeth becomes of âge and can get the use of her .inheritance. for a fezv days the descrlcd country seems an idéal
place and sleeping on the ground in the open is rornantic, but
the first real rainslonn makes them change their minds a Utile
and an allach on them by half a dosen shepherd dogs décides
them to retrace their steps back to the city and borrow on
Elisabeth's prospects.
For three years the y are very happy together zvith their baby
girl. But zvhcn Elisabeth cornes of âge and accounts are figured, they learn that the interest on the borrowed money has
eaten up practically ail of it and Denton must look for a job.
Some unseen force opérâtes against a successful search. They
sell their household goods, move info cheaper quarters and even
bring their baby to the Crèche—a kind of children's nursery on
an enormous scale. Finally there is one thing left—the Labor
Company—an institution zvhich provides a day's board and lodging, zvith an occasional extra penny or tzvo—in return for a
day's zvork.
And so one day they are foreed to report to this Labor Company and don the blue denim of this lowest class of workers.

Part IL
room with a number of other men, for the most part
boni Labor Serfs. He came to this intercourse reUnderneath
luctantly. His upbringing had been refined, and, until
his 511 fortune had brought him to that costume, he had
NDER the stars one tnay reach upward
never spoken in his life, except by way of command or
and touch résignation, whatever the evil
some immédiate necessity,' to the white-faccd wearers of
thing may be, but in the heat and stress of
the blue canvas. Now at last came contact; he had
the day's work we lapse again, corne disgust
to work beside them, share their tools, eat with them.
and anger and intolérable moods. IIow
To both Elizabeth and himself this seemed a further
little is ail our magnanimity—an accident ! a phase ! The
dégradation.
very Saints of old had first to flee the world. And
His taste would have seemed extreme to a man of
Denton and his Elizabeth could not flee their world, no
the nineteenth century. But slowly and inevitably in
longer were there open roads to unclaimed lands where
the intervening years a gulf had opened between the
men might live freely—however hardly—and keep their
wearers of the blue canvas and the classes above, a
soûls in peace. The city had
différence not simply of cirswallowed up mankind.
cumstances and habits of
For a time these two
life, but of habits of
/N the concluding chapters of this story, Wells s pins a
Labor Serfs were kept at
thought—even
of language.
most in/eresting and illuminating taie. While zvc may
their original occupations,
not like ail that he has to say about the future, it begins to
The underways had devellook more and more as though he might be right, and time
oped a dialect of their own :
she at her brass-stamping
on!y zvill tell whelher he was 100% right when he wrotc this
and Denton at his press ;
above, too, had arisen a
story. Those of us who conlemplale the future as a- place
dialect, a code of thought,
and then came a move for
where noue of us zvill have to zvork and where zvc ail zvill
him that brought with it
a language of "culture,"
be glorified loafcrs, are probably duc for sad disoppointment.
The
idea
certain/y
does
not
se
cm
to
be
held
by
Wells,
nor
is
fresh and still bitterer exwhich aimed by a sedulous
it borne ont in modem day by day progress. At any rate,
périences of life in the unsearch after fresh distincy ou zvill Jollozv the story with a good deal of interest.
tion to widen perpetually
derways of the great city.
the space between itself and
He was transferred to the
care of a rather more elabo"vulgarity." The bond of
a common faith, moreover, no longer held the race torate press in the central factory of the London Tile
gether. The last years of the nineteenth century were
Trust.
distinguished by the rapid development among the prosIn this new situation he had to work in a long vaulted
CHAPTER IV.
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Very wWe and spacious was theîr vlew . . . the oblongs of thc Tood Company, broken here and there by the rulns—grotesque Uttle
holes and sheds—of the anclent suburbs, and intersected by shtring streams of sewage, passed at last fnto a remote diaperlng at
the foot of the distant hllls. . . . The I-abor Company's field workers, in huge wheeled mechanical vehicles, were hurrylng back to
thelr meals . . . And through the air a dozen Uttle prlvate aeropiles salled down towards the clty.
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porous idle of esoteric perversions of the popuiar religion : glosses and interprétations that reduced the broad
teachings of the carpenter of Nazareth to the exquisite
narrowness of their lives. And, in spite of their inclination towards the ancient fashion of living, ncither Elizabeth nor Denton had been sufficiently original to escape
the suggestion of their surroundings. in matters of
conimon behavior they had followed the ways of their
class, and so, when they fell at last to be Labor Serfs,
it seemed to them almost as though they were falling
among offensive inferior animais ; they felt as a nineteenth-century duke and duchess might have felt who
were forced to take rooms in the Jago.
Their natural impulse was to maintain a "distance."
But Denton's first idea of a dignified isolation from
his new surroundings was soon rudely dispelled. He
had imagined that his fall to the position of a Labor
Serf was the end of his lesson, that when their little
daughter had died, he had plumbed the deeps of life;
but indeed these things were only the beginning. Life
demands something more from us than acquiescence.
And now in a roomful of machine minders he was to
learn a wider lesson, to make the acquaintance of another factor in life, a factor as elemental as the loss of
things dear to us, more elemental even than toil.
His quiet discouragement of conversation was an
immédiate cause of offense—was interpreted, rightly
enough I fear, as disdain. His ignorance of the vulgar
dialect, a thing upon which he had hitherto prided
himself, suddenly took upon itself a new aspect. He
failed to perceive at once that his réception of the
coarse and stupid but genially intended remarks that
greeted his appearance must have stung the makers of
these advances like blows in their faces. "Don't understand," he said rather coldly, and at hazard, "No, thank
y ou."
The man who had addressed him stared, scowled,
and turned away.
A second, who also failed at Denton's unaccustomed
ear, took the trouble to repeat his remark, and Denton
discovered he was being offered the use of an oil can.
He expressed polite thanks, and this second man embarked upon a penetrating conversation. Denton, he
remarked, had been a swell, and he wanted to know
how he had corne to wear the blue. He clearly expected
an interesting record of vice and extravagance. Had
Denton ever been at a Pleasure City? Denton was
speedily to discover how the existence of these wonderful places of delight permeated and defiled the
thought and honor of these unwilling, hopeless workers
of the underworld.
Plis aristocratie tempérament resented these questions. Pie answered "No" curtly. The man persisted
with a still more personal question, and this time it
was Denton who turned away.
"Gorblimey !" said his interlocutor, much astonished.
"Ple's a swell."
It presently forced itself upon Denton's mind that
this remarkable conversation was being repeated in
indignant tones to more sympathetic hearers, and that
it gave rise to astonishment and ironical laughter.
They looked at Denton with manifestly enhanced interest. A curions perception of isolation dawned upon

him. He tried to think of his press and its unfamiliar
peculiarities. . . .
THE machines kept everybody pretty busy during
the iirst spell, and then came a reccss. It was
only an interval for refreshment, too brief for any
one to go ont to a Labor Company dining-room. Denton followed his fellow-workers into a short gallery,
in which were a number of bins of refuse from the
presses.
Each man produced a packet of food. Dènton had
no packet. The manager, a careless young man who
held his position by influence, had omitted no warn
Denton that it was neccssary to apply for this provision. He stood apart, feeling hurigry. The others
drew together in a group and talked in undertones,
glancing at him ever and again. Pie became uneasy.
His appearance of disregard cost him an increasing
effort. He tried to think of the levers of his new
press.
Presently one, a man much shorter but much
broader and stouter than Denton, came forward to
him. Denton turned to him as unconcernedly as possible. "Here!" said the delegate— as Denton judged
him to be—extending a cube of bread in a not too
clean hand. He had a swart, broad-nosed face, and
his mouth hung down towards one corner.
Denton felt doubtful for the instant whether this
was meant for civility or insuit. Plis impulse was to
décliné. "No, thanks," he said; and, at the man's
change of expression, "l'm not hungry."
There came a laugh from the group behind. "Told
you so," said the man who had offered Denton the
loan of an oil can. "Ple's top side, he is. You ain't
good enough for 'im."
The swart face grew a shade darker.
"Here," said its owner, still extending the bread,
and speaking in a lower tone; "you got to eat this.
See?"
Denton looked into the threatening face before him,
and odd little currents of energy seemed to be running through his limbs and body.
"I don't want it," he said, trying a pleasant smile
that twitched and failed.
The thickset man advanced his face, and the bread
became a physical threat in his hand. Denton's mind
rushed together to the one problem of his antagonist's
eyes.
"Eat it," said the swart man.
There came a pause, and then they both moved
quickly. The cube of bread described a complicated
path, a curve that would have ended in Denton's face;
and then his fist hit the wrist of the hand that gripped
it, and it flew upward, and ont of the conflict—its
part played.
He stepped back quickly, fists clenched and arms
terise. The hot, dark countenance receded, became an
alert hostility, watching its chance. Denton for one
instant felt confident, and strangely buoyant and
serene. Plis heart beat quickly. He felt his body
alive, and glowing to the tips.
"Scrap, boys!" shouted some one, and then the dark
figure had leapt forward, ducked back and sideways,
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and come in again. Denton struck ont, and was hit.
One of his eyes seemed to him to be demolished, and
he felt a soft Hp under his fist just before he was
hit again—this time under the chin. A huge fan of
fiery needles shot open. He had a momentary persuasion that his head was knocked to pièces, and then
something hit his head and back from behind, and the
fight became an uninteresting, an impersonal thing.
*
He was aware that time—seconds or minutes—had
passed, abstract, uneventful time. He was lying with
his head in a heap of ashes, and something wct and
warm ran swiftly into his neck. The first shock
broke up into discrète sensations.
Ail his head
throbbed ; his eye and his chin throbbed exceedingly,
and the taste of blood was in his mouth.
"He's ail right," said a voice. "He's opening his
eyes."
"Serve him
well right," said a second.
His mates were standing about him. He made an
effort and sat up. He put his hand to the back of
his head, and his hair was wet and full of cinders. A
laugh grected the gesture. His eye was partially
closed. He perceived what had happened. His momentary anticipation of a final victory had vanished.
"Looks surprised," said some one.
" 'Ave any more ?" said a wit ; and then, imitating
Denton's refined accent.
"No, thank you."
Denton perceived the swart man with a blood-stained
handkerchicf before his face, and somewhat in the
background.
"Where's that bit of brcad he's got to eat?" said a
little ferret-faced créature ; and sought with his foot in
the ashes of the adjacent bin.
Denton had a moment of internai debate. He knew
the code of honor requires a man to pursue a fight he
has begun to the bitter end ; but this was his first taste
of the bitterness. He was resolved to rise again, but
he felt no passionate impulse. It occurred to him—
and the thought was no very violent spur—that he was
perhaps after ail a coward. For a moment his will
was heavy, a lump of lead.
" 'Ere it is," said the little ferret-faced man, and
stooped to pick up a cindery cube. He looked at Denton, then at the others.
Slowly, unwillingly, Denton stood up.
A dirty-faced albino extended a hand to +he ferretfaced man. "Gimme that toke,"* he said. He advanced
threateningly, bread in hand, to Denton. "So you ain't
'ad your bellyful yet," he said. "Eh?"
Now it was coming. "No, I haven't," said Denton,
with a catching of the breath, and resolved to try this
brute behind the ear before he himself got stunned
again. Fie knew he would be stunned again. He was
astonished how ill he had judged himself beforehand.
A few ridiculous lunges, and down he would go again.
He watched the albino's eyes. The albino was grinning confidentJy, like a man who plans an agreeable
trick. A sudden perception of impending indignities
stung Denton.
"You leave 'im alone, Jim," said the swart man sud* Toke is an English slang word meaning food, especially
bread.

137

denly ovcr the blood-stained rag. "Fie ain't dono
nothing to you."
The albino's grin vanished. He stopped. He looked
from one to the other. It seemed to Denton that the
swart man demandée! the privilège of his destruction.
The albino would have been better.
"You leave 'im alone," said the swart man. "See?
'E's 'ad 'is licks."
ACLATTERING bell lifted up its voice and solved
the situation. The albino hesitated. "Lucky for
you," he said, adding a foui metaphor, and turned with
the others towards the press-room again. "Wait for
the end of the spell, mate," said the albino over his
shoulder—an afterthought. The swart man waited for
the albino to précédé him. Denton realized that he had
a reprieve.
The men passed towards an open door. Denton became aware of his duties, and hurried to join the tail
of the queue. At the doorway of the vaulted gallery
of presses a yellow-uniformed labor policeman stood
ticking a card. Fie had ignored the swart man's hemorrhage.
"Hurry up there !" he said to Denton.
"Hello !" he said, at the sight of his facial disarray.
"Who's been hitting you?"
"That's my affair," said Denton.
"Not if it spiles your work, it ain't," said the man
in yellow. "You mind that."
Denton made no answer. Fie was a rough—a laborer.
He wore the blue canvas. The laws of assault and
battery, he knew, were not for the likes of him. He
went to his press.
He could feel the skin of his brow and chin and
head lifting themselves to noble bruises, felt the throb
and pain of each aspiring contusion. Flis nervous System slid down to lethargy; at each movement in his
press adjustment he felt he lifted a weight. And as for
his honor—that too throbbed and puffed. FIow did
he stand? What precisely had happened in the last
ten minutes? What would happen next? He knew
that here was enormous matter for thought, and he
could not think save in disordered snatches.
His mood was a sort of stagnant astonishment. Ail
his conceptions were overthrown. Fie had regarded
his security from physical violence as inherent, as one
of the conditions of life. So, indeed, it had been while
he wore his middle-class costume, had his middle-class
property to serve for his defense. But who would
interféré among Labor roughs fighting together? And
indeed in those days no man would. In the Underworld there was no law between man and man ; the law
and machinery of the state had become for them something that held men down, fended them ofî from much
désirable property and pleasurc, and that was ail.
Violence, that océan in which the brutes live forever,
and from which a thousand dykes and contrivances
have won our hazardous civilized life, had flowed in
again upon the sinking underways and submerged them.
The fist ruled.
Denton had come right down at last to the elemental
—fist and trick and the stubborn heart and fellowship—
even as it was in the beginnîng.
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The rhythm of his machine changed,.and his thoughts
were interrupted.
Presently he could think again. Strange how quickly
things had happened ! He bore these men who had
thrashed him no very vivid ill-will. He was bruised
and enlightened. He savv with absolute fairness now
the reasonableness of his unpopularity. He had behaved
like a fool. Disdain, seclusion, are the privilège of the
strong. The fallen aristocrat still clinging to his pointless distinction is surely the most pitiful créature of
pretense in ail this claimant universe. Good heavens !
what was there for him to despise in these men ?
What a pity he had not appreciated ail this better
five hours ago !
What would happen at the end of the spell? He
could not tell. He could not imagine. He could not
imagine the thoughts of these men. He was sensible
only of their hostility and utter want of sympathy.
Vague possibilities of shame and violence chased onc
another across his mind. Could he devise some weapon ?
He recalled his assault upon the hypnotist, but there
were no détachable lamps here. He could see nothing
that he could catch up in his defense.
For a space he thought of a headlong boit for the
security of the public ways directly the spell was over.
Apart from the trivial considération of his self-respect,
he perceived that this would be only a foolish postponement and aggravation of his trouble. He perceived the
ferret-faced man and the albino talking together with
their eyes towards him. Presently they were talking
to the swart man, who stood with his broad back studiously towards Denton.
At last came the end of the second spell. The lender
of oil cans stopped his press sharply and turned round,
wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. «His eyes
had the quiet expectation of one -who seats himself in a
theatre.
Now was the crisis, and ail the little nerves of Denton's being seemed leaping and dancing. He had decided
to show fight if any fresh indignity was offei-ed him.
He stopped his press and turned. "With an enormous
affectation of ease he walked down the vault and cntered
the passage of the ash pits, only to discover he had left
his jacket—which he had taken off because of the beat
of the vault—beside his press. He walked back. He
met the albino eye to eye.
He heard the ferret-faced man in expostulation. " 'E
reely ought, eat it," said the ferret-faced man. " 'E
did reely."
"No—you leave 'im alone," said the swart man.
APPARENTLY nothing further was to happen to
him that day. He passed ont to the passage and
staircase that led up to the moving platforms of the
city.
He ■emerged on the livid brilliance and streaming
movement of the public street. He became acutely
aware of his disfigured face,and felt his swelling bruises
with a limp, investigatory hand. He went up to the
swiftest platform. and seated himself on a Labor Company bench.
He lapsed into a pensive torpor. The immédiate dangers and stresses of his position he saw with a sort of

static clearness. What would they do to-morrow ? He
could not tell. What would Elizabeth think of his
brutalization? He could not tell. He was exhausted.
He was aroused presently by a hand upon his arm.
He looked up, and saw the swart man seated beside
him. Pie started. Surely he was safe from violence
in the public way !
The swart man's face retained no traces of his share
in the fight; his expression was free from hostility—
seemed almost deferential. " 'Scuse me," he said. with
a total absence of truculence. Denton realized that no
assault was intended. Pie stared, awaiting the next
development.
It was évident the next sentence was premeditated.
"Whad—I—was—going—to say—was this," said the
swart man, and sought through a silence for further
words.
"Whad—I—was—going—to say—was this," he repeated.
Finally he abandoned that gambit. "You're aw
right," he cried, laying a grimy hand on Denton's grimy
sleeve. "You're aw right. You're a ge'man. Sorry—
very sorry. Wanted to tell you that."
Denton realized that there must exist motives beyond a mere impulse to abominable proceedings in the
man. He meditated, and swallowed an unworthy pride.
"1 did not mean to be offensive to you," he said,
"in refusing that bit of bread."
"Meant it friendly," said the swart man, recalling
the scene; "but—in front of that blarsted Whitey and
his snigger—Well—I 'ad to scrap."
"Yes," said Denton with sudden fervor: "I was a
•fool."
"Ah !" said the swart man, with great satisfaction.
"That's aw right. Shake!"
And Denton shook.
The moving platform was rushing by the establishment of a face moulder, and its lower front was a huge
display of mirror, designed to stimulate the thirst for
more symmetrical features. Denton caught the reflection of himself and his new friend, enormously twisted
and broadened. His own face was puffed, one-sided.
and blood-stained ; a grin of idiotie and insincere amiability distorted its latitude. A wisp of hair occluded
one eye. The trick of the mirror presented the swart
man as a gross expansion of lip and nostril. They
were linked by shaking hands. Then abruptly this vision passed—to return to memory in the anaemic méditations of a waking dawn.
As he shook, the swart man made some muddled
remark, to the effect that he had always known he
could get on with a gentleman if one came his way.
He prolonged the shaking until Denton, under the influence of the mirror, withdrew his hand. The swart man
became pensive, spat impressively on the platform, and
resumed his theme.
"Whad I was going to say was this," he said; was
gravelled, and shook his head at his foot.
Denton became curions. "Go on," he said, attentive.
The swart man took the plunge. He grasped Denton's arm, became intîmate in his attitude. " 'Scuse
me," he said. "Fact îs, you done know 'ow to scrap.
Done know 'ozo to. Why—you done know 'ow to
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begin. You'II get killed if you don't mind. 'Ouldin'
your hands—Therc!"
He reinforced his statement by objurgation, watching the effect of each oath with a wary eye.
"F'r instance. You're tall. Long arrhs. You get a
longer reach than any one in the brasted vault. Gobblimey, but I thought Fd got a Tough on. 'Stead of
which. . . . 'Scuse nie. I wouldn't have 'it you if l'd
known. It's like fighting sacks. 'Tisn't right. Y'r
anns seemed 'ung on 'ooks. Reg'lar—'ung on 'ooks.
Thcre !"
Denton stared, and then surprised and hurt his battered chin by a sudden laugh. Bitter tears came into
his eyes.
"Go on," he said.
The swart man reverted to his formula. Fie was
good enough to say he liked the look of Denton, thought
he had stood up "amazing plucky. On'y pluck ain't no
good—ain't no brasted good—if you don't 'old your
'ands.
"Whad I was going to say was this," he said. "Lemme show you 'ow to scrap. Jest lemme. You're ig'nant, you ain't no class ; but you might be a very decent
scrapper—very decent. Shown. That's what I meant
to say."
Denton hesitated. "But—" he said, "1 can't give you
anything—"
"That's the ge'man ail over," said the swart man.
"Who arst you to?"
"But your time?"
"If you don't get learnt scrapping you'll get killed,—
don't you make no boues of that."
Denton thought. "I don't know," he said.
He looked at the face beside him, and ail its native
coarseness shouted at him. He felt a quick révulsion
from his transient friendliness. It seemed to him incredible that it should be necessary for him to be
indebted to sueh a créature.
"The chaps are always scrapping," said the swart
man. "Always. And, of course—if one gets waxy
and 'its you vital. . . ."
"By God !" cried Denton ; "I wish one would."
"Of course, if you feel like that—"
"You don't understand."
"P'raps I don't," said the swart man; and lapsed
into a fuming silence.
When he spoke again his voice was less friendly, and
he prodded Denton by way of address. "Look see!"
he said ; "are you going to let me show you 'ow to
scrap ?"
"It's tremendously kind of you," said Denton;
"but—"
There was a pause. The swart man rose and bent
over Denton.
"Too much ge'man," he said—"eh? I got a red
face. . . . By gosh ! you are—you arc a brasted fool !"
He turned away, and instantly Denton realized the
truth of this remark.
THE swart man descended with dignity to a cross
way, and Denton, after a momentary impulse to
pursuit, remained on the platform. For a time the
things that had happened filled his mind. In one day
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his graceful System of résignation had been shattered
beyond hope. Brute force, the final, the fundamental,
had thrust its face through ail his explanations and
glosscs and consolations and grinned enigmatically.
Though he was hungry and tired, he did not go on
dircctly to the Labor Hôtel, where he would meet
Elizabeth. He found he was beginning to think, he
wanted very greatly to think ; and so, wrapped in a
monstrous cloud of méditation, he went the circuit of
the city on his moving platform twice. You figure
him, tearing through the glaring, thunder-voiced city
at a pace of fifty miles an hour, the city upon the planet
that spins along its chartless path through space many
thousands of miles an hour, funking most terribly, and
trying to understand why the heart and will in him
should suffer and keep alive.
When at last he came to Elizabeth, she was white
and anxious. He might have notecl she was in trouble,
had it not been for his own préoccupation. He feared
most that she would desire to know every détail of his
indignities, that she would be sympathetic or indignant. He saw lier eyebrows rise at the sight of him.
"l've had rough handling," he said, and gasped. "It's
too fresh—too hot. I don't want to talk about it." He
sat down with an unavoidable air of sullenness.
She stared at him in astonishment, and as she read
something of the significant hieroglyphic of his battered
face, lier lips whitened. Fier hand—it was thinner now
than in the days of their prosperity, and lier first finger
was a little altered by the métal punching she did—
clenched convulsively. "This horrible world !" she said,
and said no more.
In these latter days they had become a very silent
couple; they said scarcely a word to each other that
night, but each followed a private train of thought. In
the small hours, as Elizabeth lay awake, Denton started
up beside lier suddenly—he had been lying as still as a
dead man.
"I cannot stand it !" cried Denton. "I will not
stand it!"
She saw him dimly, sitting up; saw his arm lunge
as if in a furious blow at the enshrouding night. Then
for a space he was still.
"It is too much—it is more than one can bear !"
She could say nothing. To her, also, it seemed that
this was as far as one could go. She waited through
a long stillness. She could see that Denton sat with his
anns about his knees, his chin almost touching them.
Then he laughed.
"No," he said at last, "Fm going to stand it. That's
the peculiar thing. There isn't a grain of suicide in us
—not a grain. I suppose ail the people with a turn
that way have gone. We're going through with it—
to the end."
Elizabeth thought grayly, and realized that this also
was true.
"We're going through with it. To think of ail who
have gone through with it : ail the générations—endless
—endless. Little beasts that snapped and snaried,
snapping and snarling, snapping and snarling, génération after génération."
His monotone, ended abruptly, resumed after a vast
interval.
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"There were ninety thousand years of stone âge. A
Denton somewhere in ail those years. Apostolic succession. The grâce of going through. Let me see!
Ninety-nine hundred—three nines, twenty-seven—
thrce thousand générations of men !—men more or less.
And each fought, and vvas bruised, and shamed, and
somehow held bis own—going through with it—passing
it on. . . . And thousands more to corne perhaps—
thousands!
"Passing it on. I wonder if they will thank us."
His voicc assumed an argumentative note. "If one
could find something definite. ... If one could say,
'This is why—this is vvhy it goes on. . . "
He became still, and Elizabeth's eyes slowly separated
him from the darkness until at last she could see how
he sat with his head resting on his hand. A sense of
the enormous remoteness of their minds came to her;
that dim suggestion of another being seemed to her a
figure of their mutual understanding. What could he
be thinking now? What might he not say next? Another âge seemed to elapse before he sighed and whispered : "No. I don't understand it. No !" Then a
long interval, and he repeatcd this. But the second time
it had the tone almost of a solution.
She became aware that he was preparaing to lie
down. She marked his movements, perceived with
astonishment how he adjusted his pillow with a careful
regard to corn fort. He lay down with a sigh of contentment almost. His passion had passed. He lay still,
and presently his breathing became régulai* and deep.
BUT Elizabeth remained with eyes wide open in the
darkness, until the clamor of a bell and the sudden brilliance of the electric light warned them that
the Labor Company had need of them for yet another
day.
That day came a scuffle with the albino Whitey and
the little ferret-faced man. Blunt, the swart artist in
scrapping, having first let Denton grasp the bearing of
his lesson, intervened, not without a certain quality of
patronage. "Drop 'is 'air, Whitey, and let the man be,"
said his gross voice through a shower of indignities.
"Can't you see 'e don't know 'ow to scrap?" And
Denton, lying shamefully in the dust, realized that he
must accept that course of instruction after ail.
Pie made his apology straight and clean. He scrambled up and walked to Blunt. "I was a fool, and you
are right," he said. "If it isn't too late. . . ."
That night, after the second spell, Denton went with
Blunt to certain waste and slime-soaked vaults under
the Port of London, to learn the first beginnings of the
high art of scrapping as it had been perfected in the
grcat world of the underways : how to hit or kick a man
so as to hurt him excruciatingly or make him violently
sick, how to hit or kick "vital," how to use glass in
one's garments as a club and to spread red ruin with
varions domestic implements, how to anticipate and
demolish your adversary's intentions in other directions ; ail the pleasant devices, in fact, that had grown
up among the disinherited of the great cities of the
twentieth and twenty-first centuries, were spread ont by
a gifted exponent for Denton's learning. Blunt's bash-

fulness fell from him as the instruction proceeded, and
he developed a certain expert dignity, a quality of
fatherly considération. Pie treated Denton with the
utmost considération, only "flicking him up a bit" now
and then, to keep the interest hot, and roaring with
laughter at a happy fluke of Denton's that covered
his mouth with blood.
"Pin always keerless of my mouth," said Blunt,
admitting a weakness. "Always. It don't seem to
matter, like, just getting bashed in the mouth—not if
your chin's ail right. Tastin' blood does me good.
Always. But I better not 'it you again."
Denton went home, to fall asleep exhausted and wake
in the small hours with aching limbs and ail his bruises
tingling. Was it worth while that he should go on
living? He listened to Elizabeth's breathing, and remembering that he must have awaked her the previous
night, he lay very still. He was sick with infinité disgust at the new conditions of his life. He hated it ail,
hated even the génial savage who had protected him so
generously. The monstrous fraud of civilization glared
stark before his eyes; he saw it as a vast lunatic
growth, producing a deepening torrent of savagery below, and above ever more flimsy gentility and silly
wastefulness. He could see no redeeming reason, no
touch of honor, either in the life he had led or in this
life to which he had fallen. Civilization presented
itself as some catastrophic product as little concerned
with men—save as victims—as a cyclone or a planetary
collision. Pie, and therefore ail mankind, seemed living
utterly in vain. Plis mind sought some strange expédients of escape, if not for himself, then at least for
Elizabeth. But he meant them for himself. What if
he hunted up Mwres and told him of their disaster?
It came to him as an astonishing thing how utterly
Mwres and Bindon had passed out of his range. Where
were they? What were they doing? From that he
passed to thoughts of utter dishonor. And finally, not
arising in any way out of this mental tumult, but ending it as dawn ends the night, came the clear and obvions conclusion of the night before; the conviction that
he had to go through with things ; that, apart from any
remoter view and quite sufficient for ail his thought and
energy, he had to stand up and fight among his fellows
and quit himself like a man.
The second night's instruction was perhaps less
dreadful than the first; and the third was even endurable, for Blunt dealt out some praise. The fourth day
Denton chanced upon the fact that the ferret-faced man
was a coward. There passed a fort night of smouldering days and feverish instruction at night ; Blunt, with
many blasphemies, testified that never had he met so
apt a pupil ; and ail night long Denton dreamt of kicks
and counters and gouges and cunning tricks. For ail
that time no further outrages were attempted, for fear
of Blunt ; and then came the second crisis. Blunt did
not come one day—afterwards he admitted his deliberate intention—and through the tedious morning Whitey
awaited the interval between the spells with an ostentatious impatience.
He knew nothing of the scrapping lessons, and he
spent the time in telling Denton and the vault generally
of certain disagreeable proceedings he had in mind.
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WRITE Y was not pppular, and the vault disgorged
to see him haze the nevv man with only a languid
interest. But matters changed when Whitey's attempt
to open the proceedings by kicking Denton in the face
was met by an excellently executed duck, catch and
throw, that completed the flight of Whitey's f.oot in its
orbit and brought Whitey's head into the ash-heap that
had once received Denton's. Whitey arose a shade
vvhiter, and now blasphcmously bent upon vital injuries. There were indecisive passages, foiled enterprises that deepened Whitey's evidently growing perplexity ; and then things developed into a grouping of
Denton uppermost with Whitey's throat in his hand,
his knee on Whitey's chest, and a tearful Whitey with a
black face, protruding longue and broken finger -endeavoring to explain the misunderstanding by means of
hoarse sounds. Moreover, it was évident that among
the bystanders there had never been a more popular
person than Denton.
Denton with proper précaution, released his antagonist and stood up. His blood seemed changed to some
sort of fluid fire, his limbs felt light and supernaturally
strong. The idea that he was a martyr in the civilization machine had vanished from his mind. He was a
man in a world of men.
The little ferret-faced man was the first in the compétition to pat him on the back. The lender of oil
cans was a radiant sun of génial congratulation. . . .
It seemed incredible to Denton that he had ever thought
of despair.
Denton was convinced that not only had he to go on
through with things, but that he could. He sat on the
canvas pallet expounding this new aspect to Elizabeth.
One side of his face was bruised. She had not recently
fought, she had not been patted on the back, there were
no hot bruises upon her face, only a pallor and a new
line or so about the mouth. She was taking the woman's
share. She looked stcadfastly at Denton in his new
mood of prophecy. "1 feel that there is something,"
he was saying, "something that goes on, a BeingUî Life
in which we live and move and have our being, something that began fi.fty—a hundred million years ago,
perhaps, that goes on—on : growing, spreading, to
things beyond us—-things that will justify us ail. . . .
That will explain and justify my fighting—these
bruises, and ail the pain of it. It's the chisel—yes, the
chisel of the Maker. If only I could make you feel as
I feel, if I could make you ! You will, dear, I know
you will."
"No," she said in a low voice. "No, I shall not."
"So I might have thought—"
She shook her head. "No," she said, "1 have thought
as well. What you say—doesn't convince me."
She looked at his face resolutely. "1 hate it," she
said, and caught at her breath. "You do not understand, you do not think. There was a time when 5'ou
said things and I believed them. I am growing wiser.
You are a man, you can fight, force your way. You do
not mind bruises. You can be coarse and ugly, and
still a man. Yes—it makes you. It makes you. You
are right. Only a woman is not like that. We are
différent. We have let ourselves get civilized too soon.
This underworkl is not for us."
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She paused and began again.
"1 hate il ! I hate this horrible canvas ! I hate it
more than—more than the worst that can happen. It
hurts my fingers to touch it. It is horrible to the skin.
And the women I work with day after day! I lie
awake at nights and think how I may be growing like
them. . . ."
She stopped. "I am growing like them," she cried
passionately.
Denton stared at her distress. "But—" he said and
stopped.
"You don't understand. What have I? What have
I to save me ? You can fight. Fighting is man's work.
But women—women are différent. ... I have thought
it ail out, I have done nothing but think night and day.
Look at the color of my face ! I cannot go on. I cannot endure this life ... 1 cannot endure it."
She stopped. She hesitated.
"You do not know ail," she said abruptly, and for an
instant her lips had a bitter smile. "I have been asked
to leave you."
"Leave me!"
She made no answer save an affirmative movement of
the head.
DENTON stood up sharply. They stared at one another through a long silence.
Suddenly she turned herself about, and flung face
downward upon their canvas bed. She did not sob, she
made no sound. She lay still upon her face. After a
vast, distressful void her shoulders heaved and she began to weep silently.
"Elizabeth!" he whispered—"Elizabeth!"
Very softly he sat down beside her, bent down, put
his arm across her in a doubtful caress, seeking vainly
for some due to this intolérable situation.
"Elizabeth," he whispered in her ear.
She thrust him from her with her hand. "I cannot
bear a child to be a slave !" and broke out into loud and
bitter weeping.
Denton's face changed—became blank dismay. Presently he slipped from the bed and stood on his feet.
AH the complacency had vanished from his face, had
given place to impotent rage. He began to rave and
curse at the intolérable forces which pressed upon him,
at ail the accidents and hot desires and heedlessness that
mock the life of man. His little voice rose in that little
room, and he shook his fist, this animalcule of the earth,
at ail that environed him about, at the millions about
him. at his past and future and ail the insensate vastness
of the overwhelming city.
CHAPTER V.
Bindon Intervenes
IN Bindon's younger days he had dabbled in spéculation and made three brilliant flukes. For the
rest of his life he had the wisdora to let gambling
alone, and the conceit to believe hiraself a very clever
man. A certain desire for influence and réputation
interested him in the business intrigues of the giant
city in which his flukes were made. He became at
last one of the most influential shareholders in the
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company that owned the London flying-stages to which
thc aéroplanes came from ail parts of the world. This
much for his public activities. In his private life he
was a man of pleasure. And this is the story of his
heart.
But before proceeding to such depths, one must
devote a little time to the exterior of this person. Its
physical basis was slender, and short, and dark ; and
thc face, which was fme-featured and assisted by pigments, variée! from an insecure self-complacency to an
intelligent uneasiness. His face and head had bcen
depilated, according to thc cleanly and hygienic fashion
of the time, so that thc color and contour of his hair
varied with his costume.
This he was constantly
changing.
At times he would distend himself with pneumatic
vestments in the rococo vein. From among the billowy
developments of this style, and beneath a translucent
and illuminated headdress, his eye watched jealously
for the respect of the less fashionable world. At other
times he emphasized his élégant slenderness in closefitting garments of black satin. For effects of dignity
he would assume broad pneumatic shoulders, from
which hung a robe of carefully arranged fokls of China
silk, and a classical Bindon in pink tights was also a
transient phenomenon in the eternal pageant of Destiny.
In the days when he hoped to marry Elizabeth, he
sought to impress and charm lier, and at the same time
to take ofï something of his burden of forty years,
by wearing the last fancy of the contemporary buck,
a costume of elastic material with distensible warts
and horns, changing in color as he walked, by an ingénions arrangement of versatile chromatophores.*
And no doubt, if Elizabeth's affection had not been
already engaged by the worthless Denton, and if lier
tastes had not had that odd bias for old-fashioned ways,
this extremely chic conception would have ravisehd her.
Bindon had consulted Elizabeth's father before presenting himself in this garb—he was one of those men
who always invite criticism of their costume—and
Mwres had pronounced him ail that the heart of woman
could desire. But the affair of the hypnotist proved
that his knowledge of the heart of woman was
incomplète.
Bindon's idea of marrying had been formed some
little time before Mwres threw Elizabeth's budding
womanhood in his way. It was one of Bindon's most
cherished secrets that he had a considérable capacity
for a pure and simple life of a grossly sentimental
type. The thought imparted a sort of pathetic seriousness to the offensive and quite inconséquent and
unmeaning excesses, which he was pleased to regard
as dashing wickedness, and which a number of good
people also were so unwise as to treat in that désirable
manner. As a conséquence of these excesses, and perhaps by reason also of an inherited tendency to early
decay, his liver became seriously affected, and he suffered increasing inconvenience when traveling by aéroplane. It was during his convalescence from a protracted bilious attack that it occurred to him that in
* A pigment cell, espccially one capable of changing its fortn
or size, causing changing of color in the translucent skin by
bringing the pigment near the surface or by contracting, concentrating it in the deeper layers.

spite of ail the terrible fascinations of Vice, if he found
a beautiful, gentle, good young woman of a not too
violently intellectual type to devote her life to him,
he might yet be saved to Goodness, and even rear a
spirited family in his likeness to solace his declining
years. But like so many experienced men of the world,
he doubted if there were any good women. Of such
as he had heard tell he was outwardly sceptical and
privately much afraid.
WHEN the aspiring Mwres cffected his introduction to Elizabeth, it seemed to him that his good
fortune was complété. He fell in love with her at
once. Of course, he had always been falling in love
since he was sixteen, in accordance with the extremely
varied recipes to be found in the accumulated literature of many centuries. But this was différent. This
was real love. It seemed to him to call forth ail the
lurking goodness in his nature. He fclt that for her
sake he could give up a way of life that had already
produced the gravest lésions on his liver and nervous
System. His imagination presented him with idyllic
pictures of the life of the reformed rake. He would
never be sentimental with her, or silly ; but always a
little cynical and bitter, as became the past. Yet he
was sure she would have an intuition of his real greatness and goodness. And in due course he would confess things to her, pour his version of what he regarded
as his wickedness—showing what a complex of Goethe,
and Benvenuto Cellini, and Shelley, and ail those other
chaps he really was—into her shocked, very beautiful,
and no doubt sympathetic ear. And preparatory to
these things he wooed her with infinité subtlety and
respect. And the reserve with which Elizabeth treated
him seemed nothing more nor less than an exquisite
modesty touched and enhanced by an equally exquisite
lack of ideas.
Bindon knew nothing of her wandering affections,
nor of the attempt made by Mwres to utilize hypnotism
as a corrective to this digression of her heart ; he conceived he was on thc best of terms with Elizabeth, and
had made her quite successfully varions significant
présents of jewelry and the more virtuous cosmetics,
when her elopement^with Denton threw the world out
of gear for him.
His first aspect of the matter was rage begotten of
wounded vanity, and as Mwres happened to be the
most convenient person, he vented the first brunt of
it upon him.
He went immediately and insulted the desolate father
grossly, and then spent an active and determined day
going to and fro about the city and interviewing people
in a consistent and partly successful attempt to ruin
that matrimonial speculator. The effectuai nature of
these activities gave him a temporary exhilaration, and
he went to the dining-place he had frequented in his
wicked days in a devil-may-care frame of mind, and
dined altogether too amply and cheerfully with two
other golden youths in the early forties. He threw
up the game ; no woman was worth being good for,
and he astonished even himself by the strain of witty
cynicism he developed. One of the other desperate
blades, warmed with wine, made a facetious allusion
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to his disappointment, but at the time this did not seem
unpleasant.
The next morning found his liver and temper inflamed. He kicked his phonographic-news machine to
pièces, dismissed his valet, and resolved that he would
perpetrate a terrible revenge upon Elizabeth. Or Denton. Or somebody. But anyhow, it was to he a terrible revenge; and the friend who had made fun at
him should no longer see him in the light of a foolish
girl's victim. He knew something of the little property
that was due to lier, and that this would be the only
support of the young couple until Mwres should relent.
If Mwres did not relent, and if unpropitious things
should happen to the affair in which Elizabeth's expectations lay, they would corne upon evil times and be
sufficiently amenable to temptation of" a sinister sort.
Bindon's imagination, abandoning its beautiful idealism altogether, expanded the idea of temptation of a
sinister sort. He figured himself as the implacable, the
intricate and powerful man of wealth pursuing this
maiden who had scorned him. And suddenly her image
came upon his mind, vivid and dominant, and for the
first time in his life Bindon realized something of the
real power of passion.
His imagination stood aside like a respectful foot
man who lias donc his work in ushering in the émotion.
"My God!" cried Bindon: "1 will have lier! If I
have to kill myself to get her! And that other
fellow—!"
After an interview with his médical man and a penance for his overnight excesses in the form of bitter
drugs, a mitigated but absolutely resolute Bindon sought
ont Mwres. Mwres he found properly smashed, and
impoverished and humble, in a mood of frantic selfpreservation, ready to sell himself body and soul, much
more any interest in a disobedient daughter, to recover
his lost position in the world. In the reasonable discussion that followed, it was agreed that these misguided young peoplc should be left to sink into distress,
or possibly even assisted tovvards that improving discipline by Bindon's financial influence.
"And then?" said Mwres.
"They will corne to the Labor Company," said Bindon. "They will wear the blue canvas."
"And then?"
"She will divorce him," he said, and sat for a moment
intent upon that prospect. For in those days the austere
limitations of divorce of Victorian times were extraordinarily relaxed, and a couple might separate on a
hundred différent scores.
THEN suddenly Bindon astonished himself and
Mwres by jumping to his feet. "She shall divorce
him !" he cried. "1 will have it so—I will work it so.
By God ! it shall be so. He shall be disgraced, so that
she must. He shall be smashed and pulverized."
The idea of smashing and pulverizing inflamed him
further. He began a Jovian pacing up and down the
little office. "1 will have her," he cried. "I zvill have
her ! Heaven and Hell shall not save her from me !"
His passion evaporated in its expression, and left him
at the end simply histrionic. He struck an attitude
and ignored with heroic détermination a sharp twinge
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of pain about the diaphragm. And Mwres sat with his
pneumatic cap deflated and himself very visibly
impressed.
And so, with a fair persistency, Bindon set himself
to the work of being Elizabeth's malignant providence,
using with ingénions dexterity every particle of advantage wealth in those days gave a man over his fel.lowcreatures. A resort to the consolations of religion
hindered these opérations not at ail. He would go and
talk with an interesting, experienced and sympathetic
Father of the Huysmanite scct of the Isis cuit, about
ail the irrational little proceedings he was pleased to
regard as his heaven-dismaying wickedness, and the
interesting, experienced and sympathetic Father representing Heaven dismayed, would with a pleasing
affectation of horror, suggest simple and easy penances,
and recommend a monastic foundation that was airy,
cool, hygienic, and not vulgarized, for viscerally disordered penitent sinners of the refined and wealthy
type. And after these excursions, Bindon would corne
back to London qui te active and passionate again. He
would machinate with really considérable energy, and
repair to a certain gallery high above the street of moving ways, from which he could view the entrance to
the barrack of the Labor Company in the ward which
sheltered Denton and Elizabeth. And at last one day
he saw Elizabeth go in, and thereby his passion was
renewed.
So in the fullness of time the complicated devices of
Bindon ripened, and he could go to Mwres and tell him
that the young people were near despair.
"Tt's time for you," he said. "to let your parental
affections have play. She's been in blue canvas some
months, and they've been cooped together in one of
those Labor dens, and the little girl is dead. She
knows now what his manhood is worth to her, by way
of protection, poor girl. She'll see things now in a
clearer light. You go to her—I don't want to appear
in this affair yet—and point ont to her how necessary
it is that she should get a divorce from him. . . ."
"She's obstinate," said Mwres doubtfully.
"Spirit!" said Bindon. She's a wonderful girl—a
wonderful girl!"
"She'll refuse."
"Of course she will. But leave it open to her. Leave
it open to her. And some day—in that stuffy den, in
that irksome, toilsome life they can't help it—they II
have a qmrrel. And then—"
Mwres meditated over the matter, and did as he was
told.
Then Bindon. as he had" arranged with his spiritual
adviser, went into retreat. The retreat of the Huysmanite sect was a beautiful place, with the sweetest air
in London, lit by natural sunlight, and with restful
quadrangles of real grass open to the sky, where at
the same time the penitent man of pleasure might enjoy
ail the pleasures of loafing and ail the satisfaction of
distinguished austerity. And. save for participation in
the simple and wholesome dietary of the place and in
certain magnificent chants, Bindon spent ail his time
in méditation upon the theme of Elizabeth, and the
extreme purification his soul had undergone since he
first saw her, and whether he would be able to get a

144

AMAZING STORIES

dispensation to marry her from the experienced and
sympathetic Father in spite of the approaching "sin"
of her divorce; and then . . . Bindon would lean
against a pillar of the quadrangle and lapse into reveries on the superiority of virtuous love to any other form
of indulgence. A curions feeling in his back and chest
that was trying to attract his attention, a disposition to
be hot or shiver, a général sense of ill-health and
cutaneous discomfort he did his best to ignore. Ail
that of course belonged to the old life that he was
shaking off.
When he came ont of retreat he went at once to
Mwres to ask for news of Elizabeth. Mwres was
clearly under the impression that he was an exemplary
father, profoundly touched about the heart by his child's
unhappiness. "She was pale," he said, greatly moved ;
"She was pale. When I asked her to corne away and
leave him—and be happy—she put her head down upon
the table"—Mwres sniffed—"and cried."
His agitation was so great that he could say no more.
''Ah !" said Bindon, respecting this manly grief.
"Oh!" said Bindon quite suddenly, with his hand to
his side.
Mwres looked up sharply ont of the pit of his sorrows, startled. "What's the matter?" he asked, visibly
concerned.
"A most violent pain. Excuse me? You were telling me about Elizabeth."
AND Mwres, after a decent solicitude for Bindon's
pain, proceeded with his report. It was even
unexpectedly hopeful. Elizabeth, in her first émotion
at discovering that her father had not absolutely deserted her, had been frank with him about her sorrows
and disgusts.
"Yes," said Bindon, magnificently, "I shall have her
yet." And then that novel pain twitched him for the
second tinte.
For these lower pains the priest was comparatively
ineffectua], inclining rather to regard the body and
them as mental illusions amenable to contemplation;
so Bindon took it to a man of a class he loathed, a médical man of extraordinary repute and incivility. "We
must go ail over you," said the médical man, and did so
with the most disgusting frankness. "Did you ever
bring any children into the world?" asked this gross
tnaterialist among other impertinent questions.
"Not that I know of," said Bindon, too amazed to
stand upon his dignity.
"Ah !" said the médical man, and proceeded with his
punching and sounding. Médical science in those days
was just reaching the beginnings of précision. "You'd
better go rîght away," said the médical man, "and make
the Euthanasia. The sooner the better."
Bindon gasped. He had been trying not to understand the technical explanations and anticipations in
which the médical man had indulged.
"I say!" he said. "But do you mean to say . . .
Your science . . ."
"Nothing," said the médical man. "A few opiates.
The thing is your own doing, you know, to a certain
extent."
"I was sorely tempted in my youth."

"It's not that so much. But you corne of a bad
stock. Even if you'd have taken précautions you'd
have had bad times to wind up with. The mistake
was getting born. The indiscrétions of the parents.
And you've shirked exercise, and so forth."
"1 had no one to advise me."
"Médical men are always willing."
"1 was a spirited young fellow."
"We won't argue ; the mischief's doue now. You've
lived. We can't start you again. You ought never to
have started at ail. Frankly—the Euthanasia!"
Bindon hated him in silence for a space. Every
word of this brutal expert jarred upon his refinements.
He was so gross, so imperméable to ail the subtler
issues of being. But it is no good picking a quarrel
with a doctor. "My religions beliefs," he said, "I don't
approve of suicide."
"You've been doing it ail your life."
"Well, anyhow, Eve corne to take a serions view of
life now."
"You're bound to, if you go on living. You'II hurt.
But for practical purposes it's late. However, if you
mean to do that—perhaps l'd better mix you a little
something. You'll hurt a great deal. These little
twinges . . ."
"Twinges !"
"Mere preliminary notices."
"How long can I go on? I mean, before I hurt—
really."
"You'll get it hot soon. Perhaps three days."
Bindon tried to argue for an extension of time, and
in the midst of his pleading gasped, put his hand to his
side. Suddenly the extraordinary pathos of his life
came to him clear and vivid. "It's hard," he said.
"It's infernally hard ! Eve been no man's enemy but
my own. Eve always treated everybody quite fairly."
The médical man stared at him without any sympathy
for some seconds. He was reflecting how excellent it
was that there were no more Bindons to carry on that
line of pathos. He felt quite optimistic. Then he
turned to his téléphoné and ordered up a prescription
from the Central Pharmacy.
Pie was interrupted by a voice behind him. "By
God !" cried Bindon ; "Fil have her yet."
The physician stared over his shoulder at Bindon's
expression, and then altered the prescription.
So soon as this painful interview was over, Bindon
gave way to rage. He settled that the médical man
was not only an unsympathetic brute and wanting in
the first beginnings of a gentleman, but also highly
incompétent ; and he went off to four other practitioners
in succession, with a view to the establishment of this
intuition. But to guard against surprises he kept that
little prescription in his pocket. With each he began
by expressing his grave doubts of the first doctor's
intelligence, honesty and professional knowledge, and
then stated his symptoms, suppressing only a few more
material facts in each case. These were always subsequently elicited by the doctor. In spite of the welcome dépréciation of another practitioner, none of these
eminent specialists would give Bindon any hope of
eluding the anguish and helplessness that loomed now
close upon him. To the last of them he unburdened
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his minci of an accunmlated disgust with médical
science. "After centuries and centuries," he exclaimed
hotly ; "and you can do nothing—except admit your
helplessness. I say, 'savc me'—and what do you do?"
"No doubt it's hard on you," said the doctor. "But
you should bave taken précautions."
"How was I to know?"
"It wasn't our place to run after you," said the médical man, picking a thrcad of cotton from his purple
sleeve. "Why should we save you in particular? You
see—from one point of view—people with imaginations
and passions like yours have to go—they have to go."
"Go?"
"Die ont. It's an eddy."
HE was a young man with a serene face. He
smiled at Bindon. "We get on with research,
you know ; we give advice when people have the sense
to ask for it. And we bide our time."
"Bide your time?"
"We hardly know enough yet to take over the management, you know."
"The management?"
"You needn't be anxious. Science is young yet.
It's got to keep on growing for a few générations. We
know enough now to know we don't know enough yet.
. . . But the time is coming, ail the same. You won't
see the time. But, between ourselves, you rich men
and party bosses, with your natural play of the passions
and patriotism and religion and so forth, have made"
rathcr a mess of things ; haven't you ? These Underways! And ail that sort of thing. Some of us have
a sort of fancy that in time we may know enough to
take over a little more than the ventilation and drains.
Knowledge keeps on piling up, you know. It keeps
on growing. And there's not the slightest hurry for
a génération or so. Some day—some day, men will
live in a différent way." He looked at Bindon and
meditated. "There'Il be a lot of dying out before that
day can corne."
Bindon attempted to point out to this young man
bow silly and irrelevant sttch talk was to a sick man
like himself, how impertinent and uncivil it was to him,
an older man occupying a position in the officiai world
of extraordinary power ancl influence. He insisted that
a doctor was paicl to cure people—he laid great stress
on "paid"—and had no business to glance even for a
moment at "those other questions." "But we do," said
the young man, insisting upon facts, and Bindon lost
his temper.
His indignation carried him home. That these incompétent impostors, who were unable to save the life
of a really influential man like himself, should dream
of some day robbing the legitimate property owners
of social control, of inflicting one knew not what
tyranny upon the world. Curse science! He fumed
over the intolérable prospect for some time. and then
the pain returned, and he recalled the made-up prescription of the first doctor, still happily in his pocket.
He took a dose forthwith.
It calmed and soothed him greatly, and he could sit
down in his most comfortable chair beside his library
(of phonographic records), and think over the altered
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aspect of afïairs. His indignation passed, his anger
and his passion crumbled under the subtle attack of
that prescription, pathos became his sole ruler. He
stared about him, at his magnificent and voluptuously
appointée! apartment, at his statuary and discreetly
veiled pictures, and ail the évidences of a cultivated
and élégant wickedness ; he touched a stud and the sad
pipings of Tristan's shepherd filled the air. His eye
wandered from one object to another. They were
costly and gross and florid—but they were his. They
presented in concrète form his ideals, his conceptions
of beauty and desire, his idea of ail that is precious
in life. And now—he must leave it ail like a common
man. He was, he felt, a slender and delicate flame,
burning out. So must ail life flame up and pass, he
thought. His eyes filled with tears.
Then it came into his head that he was alone. Nobody cared for him, nobody needed him ! at any moment he might begin to hurt vividly. He might even
howl. Nobody would mind. According to ail the
doctors he would have excellent reason for howling in
a day or so. It recalled what his spiritual adviser had
said of the décliné of faith and fidelity, the degeneration of the âge. He beheld himself as a pathetic proof
of this; he, the subtle, able, important, voluptuous,
cynical, complex Bindon, possibly howling, and not
one faithful simple créature in ail the world to howl
in sympathy. Not one faithful simple soul was there—
no shepherd to pipe to him! Had ail such faithful
simple créatures vanished from this harsh and urgent
earth ? He wondered whether the horrid vulgar crowd
that perpetually went about the city could possibly
know what he thought of them. I f they did he felt
sure some would try to earn a better opinion. Surely
the world went from bad to worse. It was becoming
impossible for Bindons. Perhaps some day . . . He
was quite sure that the one thing he had needed in life
was sympathy. For a time he regretted that he left
no sonnets—no enigmatical pictures or something of
that sort behind him, to carry on his being, until at last
the sympathetic mind should corne . . .
IT seemed incredible to him that this that came was
extinction. Yet his sympathetic spiritual guide was
in this matter annoyingly figurative and vague. Curse
science! It had undermined ail faith—ail hope. To go
out, to vanish from theatre and street, from office and
dining-place, from the dear eyes of womankind. And
not to be missed ! On the whole to leave the world
happier !
He reflected that he had never worn his heart upon
his sleeve. Had he after ail been too unsympathetic ?
Few people could suspect how subtly profound he really
was beneath the mask of that cynical gaiety of his.
They would not understand the loss they had suffered.
Elizabeth, for example, had not suspected. . . .
He had reserved that. His thoughts having corne
to Elizabeth gravitated about her for some time. How
little Elizabeth understood him !
That thought became intolérable. Before ail other
things he must set that right. He realized that there
was still something for him to do in life, his struggle
against Elizabeth was even yet not over. He could
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never overcome her ncnv, as he hacl hoped and prayed.
But he might still dmpress her!
From that idea he expanded, He might itnpress
her profoundly—he might impress her so that she.
should for evennore regret her treatment of him. The
thing that she must realize before everything else was
his magnanimity. His magnanimity ! Yes! he had
loved her with amazing greatness of heart. He had
not seen it so clearly before—but of course he was
going to leave her ail his property. He saw it instant!)',
as a tiiing detennined and inévitable. She would think
how good hc was, how spaciously generous ; surrounded
by ail thaï rnakes life tolerable from his hand, she would
recall with infinité regret her scorn and coldness. And
when she sought expression for that regret, she would
find that occasion gone forever. she should be met by
a locked door, by a disdainful stiliness, by a white dead
face. He closed his eyes and remained for a space
imagining himself that white dead face.
From that he passed to other aspects of the matter,
but his détermination was assured. He meditated
elaborately before he took action, for the drug he had
taken indined him to a léthargie and dignified melancholy. In certain respects he modified détails. If he
left ail his property to Elizabeth it would include the
voluptuously appointed room he occupied, and for
many reasons he did not care to leave that to her. On
the other hand, it had to be left to some one. In his
clogged condition this worried him extremely.
In the end he decided to leave it to the sympathetic
exponent of the fashionable religions cuit, whose conversation had been so pleasing in the past. "He will
understand," said Bindon with a sentimental sigh. "He
knows what Evil means—he understands something
of the Stupendous Fascination of the Sphinx of Sin.
Yes—he will understand." By that phrase it was that
Bindon was pleased to dignify certain unhealthy and
undignified departures from sane conduct to which a
misguided vanity and an ill-controlled curiosity had
led him. He sat for a space, thinking how very Hellenic
and Italian and Neronic, and ail those things, he had
been. Even now—might one not try a sonnet? A
penetrating voice to echo down the âges, sensuous,
sinister, and sad. For a space he forgot Elizabeth. In
the course of half an hour he spoiled three phonographic
coils, got a headache, took a second dose to calm himself, and reverted to magnanimity and his former
design.
At last he faced the unpalatable problem of Denton.
It needed ail his newborn magnanimity before he could
swallow the thought of Denton ; but at last this greatly
misunderstood man, assîsted by his sedative and the
near approach of death, effected even that. Tf he was
at ail exclusive abolit Denton, if he should display the
slightest distrust, if he attempted any spécifie exclusion
of that young man, she might—mîswnâerstand. Yes—
she should have her Denton still. His magnanimity
must go even to that. He tried to think only of Elizabeth in the matter.
He rose with a sigh, and lîmped across to the téléphonie apparatus that communicated with his solicitor.
In ten minutes a will duly attested and with îts proper
thumb-mark signature lay in the solicitons office three

miles away. And then for a space Bindon sat very
still.
Suddenly he started out of a vague reverie and
pressed an investigatory hand to his side.
Then he jumpecl eagerly to his feet and rushed to
the téléphoné. The Euthanasia Company had rarely
been called by a client in a greater hurry.
SO it came at last that Denton and his Elizabeth,
against ail hope, returned unseparated from the
labor servitude to which they had fallen. Elizabeth
came out from her cramped subterranean den of metalbeaters and ail the sordid circumstances of blue canvas,
as one cornes out of a nightmare. Back towards the
sunlight their fortune took them ; once the bequest was
known to them, the bare thought of another day's hammering became intolérable. They went up long lifts
and stairs to levels that they had not seen since the
days of their disaster. At first she was full of this
sensation of escape ; even to think of the underways
was intolérable; only after many months could she
begin to recall with sympathy the faded women who
were still below there, murmuring scandais and réminiscences and folly, and tapping away their lives.
Her choice of the apartments they presently took
expressed the vehemence of her release. They were
rooms upon the very verge of the city ; they had a roof
space and a balcony upon the city wall, wide open to
the sun and wind, the country and the sky.
And in that balcony cornes the last scene in this
story. It was a summer sunsetting, and the hills of
Surrey were very blue and clear. Denton leaned upon
the balcony regarding them, and Elizabeth sat by his
side. Very wide and spacious was the view, for their
balcony hung five hundred feet above the ancient level
of the ground. The oblongs of the Food Company,
broken here and there by the ruins—grotesque little
holes and sheds—of the ancient suburbs, and intersected by shining streams of sewage, passed at last into
a remote diapering at the foot of the distant hills.
There once had been the squatting-place of the children
of Uya. On those further slopes gaunt machines of
unknown import worked slackly at the end of their
spell, and the hill crest was set with stagnant wind
vanes. Along the great south road the Labor Company's field workers, in huge wheeled mechanical vehicles, were hurrying back to their meals, their last
spell finished. And through the air a dozen little private aeropiles sailed down towards the city. Familiar
scene as it was to the eyes of Denton and Elizabeth, it
would have fillcd the minds of their ancestors with
incredulous amazement. Denton's thoughts fluttered
towards the future in a vain attempt at what that scene
might be in another two hundred years, and, recoiling,
turned towards the past.
He shared something of the growing knowledge of
the time ; he could picture the quaint smoke-grimed
Victorian city with its narrow little roads of beaten
earth, its wide common-land, ill-organized, ill-built
suburbs, and irregular enclosures; the old countryside
of the Stuart times, with its little villages and îts petty
London ; the England of the monasteries, the far older
England of the Roman dominion, and then before that
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a wikl country with bore and there the buts of some
warring tribe. These buts must bave corne and gone
and corne again through a space of years that made the
Roman camp and villa seem but yesterday ; and before
those years, before even tbe buts, there had been ràen
in the valley. Even then—so recent bad it ail been when
one judged'it by the standards of geological lime—this
valley had been bere ; and those bills yonder, higher,
perhaps, and snow-tipped, had still been yonder bills.
and the Thames bad flowed down from the Cotswolds
to the sea. But the men had been but the shapes of
men, créatures of darkness and ignorance, victims of
beasts and floods, storms and pestilence and incessant
hunger. They had held a precarious foothold amidst
bears and lions and ail the monstrous violence of the
past. Already some at least of these enemies were
overcome. ...
For a time Denton pursued the thoughts of this
spacious vision, trying in obedience to his instinct to
find his place and proportion in the scheme.
"It has been chance," he said, "it bas been luck. We
have corne through. It happens we have corne through.
Not by any strength of our own. . . .

"And yet ... No. I don't know."
He was silent for a long time before he spoke again.
"After ail—there is a long time yet. There have
scarcely been men for twenty thousand years—and
there has been life for twenty millions. And what are
générations? What are générations? It is enormous,
and we are so little. Yet we know—we feel. We are
not dumb atoms, we are part of it—part of it—to the
limits of our strength and vvill. Even to die is part of
it. Whether we die or live, we are in the making. . . .
"As time goes on—perhaps—men will be wiser. . . .
Wiser. . . .
"Will they ever understand?"
Fie became silent again. Elizabeth said nothing to
these things, but she regarded his dreaming face with
infinité affection. Her mind was not very active that
evening. A great contentment possessed her. After
a time she laid a gentlc hand on his beside her. He
fondled it softly, still looking ont upon the spacious
gold-woven view. So they sat as the sun went down.
Until presently Elizabeth shivered.
Denton recalled himself abruptly from these spacious
issues of his leisure, and went in to fetch her a shawl.

THE END

OUR LITTLE NEIGHBOR
O Moon, though backed with keenest cold,
You show a brilliant face,
And raise the tide to brake our ride
Through planetary space.
Subdued your shadowed morning plains,
And tense your glare of noon,
When Tycho shines with radiant fines,
The marvel of the moon.
Your glowing summits tower above
A slowly dying night,
And sheer and grand your ranges stand
Where afternoon is bright.
From terraced walls and rugged rims Of mammoth mountain rings,
From ridge and streak, from cone and peak,
A mellow splendor springs.
Yet neither flower nor fragrance haunts
Your dark and empty seas ;
No sound or bird is ever heard,
Or gentle evening breeze.
Your clifïs impend, your chasms yawn.
But joy forsook you soon ;
What life it left is nearly death,
O sad and lonely moon.
—By Leîand S. Copeland.
/
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7. Miinchhausen is Taught "Martian"
jr^-^^a^JUNCTUALLY, as alvvays, at exactly 1,1 - I closed my eyea for a few seconds to test myself, the
t ie next:
music as well as the picture flashes persisted ; I knew
^1
'
evening, Mûnchhausen's
then that I did not hear the music with my ears, nor
< ear 0 (
rai
^
1 I voice once more sounded in my reccivers. There was the usual preliminary
see the pictures with my eyes. I reasoned correctly that
talk, after vvhich the Baron went on:
both had their origin within my brain.
"T am very much pleased, my dear Alier, that my
"Before I had time to puzzle it ont. we had entered
Radiotomatic relay station on the Moon works so well.
the structure at the heels of our host. We passed
Up to last night neither Flitternix nor I were sure
through a, magnificent archway, constructed entirely of
\ve could bridge the 60 million miles between Mars
some transparent material, decorated in superb taste in
and the Moon by vvireless, but by means of our wondergreen, white and gold. One thing struck us immediful ultra sensitive radio-active detector, we were enately; the hallway appeared as light as day. but we
abled to 'listen in' suc'cessfully. When I had finished
could not see where the light originated. Later, we
talking last night, it was about 9 P. M., your terrestrial
were to find out about this.
time. We got our receiving instruments ready at once
"At the end of the hallway was a pondérons massive
and a little over five minutes after 11 P. M.* I could
panel with a door-like appearance. It must have been
h car myself talking. The message which I had sent a
at least 125 feet high and 30 feet wide. It looked
few hours before had been faithfully rccorded on the
very much like eut glass with ail its prisms and fancy
telegraphone wire of my Radiotomatic on the Moon,
cuts ; we first thought it was glass, but when we came
and as soon as the automatic dock released the sending
doser to it we changed our minds, for we saw that the
machinery, the vibrations carrying my voice were
huge thing was as flexible as a velvet portière. When
hurled back to us over a distance of 60 million miles.
our host was but 10 feet away from it, it suddenly .
Then we knew that you must have heard the message
blazed forth in a brilliant golden light which seemed to
too, for you are only 238,000 miles distant from the
corne from nowhere. Simultaneously the huge door,
Moon. While my 'canned'
for this is what it was, rose
voice undoubtedly must
quickly up in the air just
have sounded uncanny to
like
a theater curtain. Our
.VE of the greatest puzzles our astronoviers and scienyou—excuse the pun—I ashost
now entered into a
lists had to conlend with dur in g the last décade was the
sure you that it gave me the
problem of how water is moved in the Martian " Canal s."
large circular salon-like
Nearly ail scienlisls of note who have studied the ni do not
creeps listening to my own
room, followed reluctantly
question their existence, but they are ail al odds as to what
voice, flung 60 million miles
by us.
ogency movès suc h eHormous quantifies of water. It is
through the ether !
"1 say reluctantly adsingular that mosl of thon suggest a for m of pump to move
"But to corne back to
visedly.
I have absolutely
the water in the canal s, as our present-day knowledge of
where I broke off last night :
science and mechanics Icaves tkem no olhcr choice. But
no words to do the thing
-what makes our ri ver s flow on earth? What ogency conI told you how several
justice. Our state of mind
denses billions of tons of océan water and brings these
Martians had approached
upon entering that room
-water s down in the for m of rains, which keep our rivers
us and had placed a soft
was
probably the saine as if
from drying up? The Sun, of course. Why can'f the Sun
metallic cap on our heads.
you
had brought back to
move the water in the Martian C a nais also? This inslallment conlains a new idea as to how the Martians might acI also told .you how we then
iife Julius Caesar of the
complis h it.
year 50 B.C., and had sudfollowed the august Martian into the church-like
d e n 1 y transplanted him
structure.
some night to blazing
Broadway in New York. His mind would have reeled
"While we walked over the hard metallic-appearing
walk, which conducted us to the structure, we became
at the—to him—marvelous sights. It would have taken
him days and days of asking questions and explanations
conscious of strange flashes in our brains. We also
of ail the impossible things he saw before him.
caught distinct, though faint, bars of a soft music,
"Exactly so with us. Only Caesar would have made
which was followed by weird pictures flashing through
a
jump
of only 1,978 years. whereas, we made a jump
our minds. Ail this took place within our heads, and as
of over 200.000 years. We were merely uncomprehending children. and our eyes and senses were ab* As radio waves travel at the speed of lîght, i.e., 186.000
miles a second, it took over 5 minutes for the radio impulses to
solutely inadéquate to do justice at once to the higher
reach Mars. Mïmchhausen therefore heard his talk S minutes
plane of civilization on which we had been thrown so
later than Alier.
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Wc could not rid ourselves of the idea that these females were some sort of secretaries to our host, and It was manifest that they
wero "working" at something. They appeared to be working earn estly and diligently, too, but there were no pcncils, no books, no
paper, no typewriters; in fact, there was nothing whatsoever that a terrestrial secretary requires to get up her superior's report.
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suddenly. We have becn on Mars eight days now and
still we know practically nothing of this most miraculous world. Every day brings more tremendous surprises and at night we are usually exhausted from ail
the excitement of the continuons bombardment of our
brains by new and wondrous things.
"But to corne back to the wondrous salon of our
host, who, as we found ont later, was the reigning
Ruler of the Planct Mars. The house in which we wcre
was a sort of executive mansion or palace, and the
room in which we were standing was what you might
call the Ruler's office.
"I lere I must stop again to advise you that it is extremely difficult for me to explain in existing terrestrial
terms what we see, hear and feel, for everything on
Mars is so totally différent from what we are accustomed to on Earth, that my best comparisons with terrestrial things must of necessity fall far short of actual
conditions on Mars.
However, I will do my best to convey a true picture
to you.
"The thing that struck us with the greatest force at
first was that everything in this immense room appeared
transparent. The room, which is about 150 feet in
diameter, is about 60 feet high, with an immense golden
transparent cupola forming the ceiling. The tables, the
chairs, ail the furniture, as well as ail the objeGts for
which we had no names, seemed transparent. Even the
walls seemed transparent, as well as the soft, rug-like
carpets on which we walked. But the wonder was
centered riot solely in the transparency of the strange
material, but in the fact that it gave forth a soft, white
light. Imagine a solid chair of glass, glowing in a mellow, white light—not a brilliant light—and you have a
good idea of what we beheld. It struck us at once that
this wonderful material could be treated at will by the
Martians; for, the luminous rugs on which we stood
were soft as velvet, while a desk-like object nearby
seemed hard as steel. The next thing which attracted
most of our attention were the luminous walls. They
were ail paneled in a curions manner, and, were, of
course, transparent and luminous. Each panel had a
vast amount of small hexagonal plate-like facets arranged somewhat in honeycomb fashion. These hexagonal cells were constantly changing in soft colors,
and the most unique, as well as pleasing, geometrical
designs in colors were thus unendingly produced. It
was a fascinating sight, and we found it hard to takc
our eyes from thèse walls.
"At the far end of the room we noticed four Martians whom we recognized at once as females on account of their mass of hair and their more delicate features. Their heads seemed somewhat smaller than
those of the maies, but they appeared to dress exactly
like the men, except that the color of their metallic looking dresses was of a much lighter shade. But it was not
so much the 'girls' that drew our attention as what they
were doing. We could not rid ourselves of the idea that
these females were some sort of secretaries to our host,
and it was manifest that they were 'working' at something. They appeared to be working earnestly and diligently, too, but there were no pencils, no books, no
paper. no typewriters; in fact, there was nothing what-

soever that a terrestrial secretary requires to get up lier
superior's reports.
"Each girl sat motionless in front of a small glasslike table which was entircly bare and flat, except for
the center, from which projected two small glass-like
rods, each about 4 inches high and as thick as a pencil.
At the top they bent over and formed a goosencck
pointing in the direction of the girls. The rods were
both pointed at their ends, and while one appeared
luminous, the other seemed dark.
"The 'operators' were watching the point of the
luminous rod intently, and the expression of their faces
indicated that they were reading something. Every once
in a while they seemed to relax and at that moment a
curions white ray seemed to pass from the light point
of the rod into the point of the dark one. That was
ail we could see.
"While we were still wondering our host motioned
us to sit down on the comfortahle looking arm chairs.
These chairs, as already mentioned, appeared like transparent glass, but when we put our hands on them they
felt like satin and not at ail hard or cold. The transparent seats, which had a moment before appeared as
glass, were soft and flexible as an air-cushion and
extremely comfortable. The only trouble with the
chairs was that they were too big for us. Built for large
8-foot Martians, our feet hardly reached the floor, so
we sat in the chairs just as children sit in big armehairs
—our backs resting against the inside back of the chair
and our legs and feet projecting straight ont on the seat ;
Only then were we quite comfortable.
"This position, ridiculous as it doubtless was, evoked
a faint smile from our host, who sat down in his own
chair in front of a large piece of furniture that was a
cross between a rectangular table and a flat-top desk,
garnished in its center with a huge birthday-cake-like
alïair with 10 transparent and 10 dark glass-like candies, curved in gooseneck form.
"Our host then turned to us and looked us over long
and earnestly. His large, liquid blue eyes were wonderful in their depth ; in them shone a wisdom such as
we had never before beheld. His face had a very benevolent expression, and the features were clear and
sharply defined. He appeared tremendously intellectual,
yet will-power and strength of character radiated from
his face in an amazing manner. We thought that at
last he was going to speak to us, but instead he motioned
to us to close our eyes, which we did. The following
then happened and I will describe it as well as I can.
No sooner had I closed my eyes than a clear picture
of the Earth with its continents was flashed in my
mind, just as if I had tried to think intently of the
terrestrial globe, as it stands silhouetted against a dark
sky. Then in quick succession followed our Tnterstellar,' the Planet Mars, a picture of our capture by
the Martians with their yellow rays and their floating
fortresses, then an exact picture of how we appeared
at our landing on Mars.
"It then dawncd on us that our host was 'talking' to
us, not in words and not in a strange language, but motion-picture-wise. IVe had experieneed the first transference of thoughts, and had understood everything
our host had 'said,'. because he thought in pictures which
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were perfectly familiar to us, not in words which would
have had no meaning for us ! When there was a lull,
we opened our eyes in astonishment and blinked bewildered into the smiling eyes of our august host. He
seemed highly amused at our amazement and once
more he motioned to us to close our eyes.
"For the next hour or more we had our first lesson
in 'Martian.' In easy stages our host first flashed simple pictures into our minds, which were then followed
by scenes with varions actions and explanations just as
in a moving picture scene, where the mind must infer
what the actors are saying to each other by the expression of their faces and their obvions actions.
"There was a short pause, after which our host
launched into the 'Evolution of Mars.' We were first
shown how the planet. millions of years ago, was but
a nebula floating in space and how the nebula slowly
became a solid sphere. The early life of Mars was
then pictured, which must have been exactly like the
évolution of our own Earth. We saw the prehistorical
Martians with their clubs and stones, then we saw for
a long period the slow évolution of Mars down through
the âges till a civilization similar to that of présent terrestrial conditions was rcached. There were the wars,
the barbarism and the thousand other evils exactly as
those experienced by man on Earth. Evolution, after
all, is the same throughout the Universe, given like
conditions.
"As the story of the évolution went on we could see
how the Martian's small head and his small chest both
kept on increasing with each subséquent génération.
We were shown how big océans and inland seas, as
well as vast rivers, dried up gradually, and how the
whole population turned into mechanics, electricians
and chemists. No true happiness and contentment,
however, seemed to exist on Mars until thought transference was established, till gravity was conquered and
money was abolished. There had been wars and disorders up to that period, but it seems that these three
achievements, apparently invented and originated at
about the same time, emancipated the race completely.
As we found ont later, this period was reached some
14.600 years ago.
"Beginning with that period only did the Martians
really become great. We saw how in less than five
générations speech had been entirely abolished, it being
possible to 'converse' over considérable distance by
thought transference. We were shown the evils of too
many languages and the race hatreds produced thereby,
and how finally one universal language was adopted by
ail races and nations. We saw the abolition of présidents and rules of small and big nations, and the inauguration of a Universal Council and a Planet Ruler,
both elected by popular votes.
"We witnessed how the once dense air became.thinner
and thinner and how fertile valleys turned into deserts
on account of lack of water. We saw the transmutation
of the metals, as well as the transmutation of ail other
matter. Thus we were shown how iron or lead was
turned into gold or copper, or into any other métal. Or
else how marbel or stone was turned into steel or gold
or other metals, the same as clay can already be turned
into aluminum on Earth to-day.
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"Simultaneously with these discoveries, we witnessed
the unlocking of atomic forces, which was the last
great Martian discovery in the final mastery of the
Planet.
"Where extermination had stared the Martians in
the face on account of their constantly decreasing water
supply, the new atomic engines, combined with the conquering of gravity, dispelled ail fears for the future.
During the next few générations we were made to see
the création of the monstrous waterways which not
alone were to bring water from the two pôles, but also
were to irrigate existing agricultural districts as well
as barren deserts. We saw how the Martians finally
harnessed the Sun and how the latter was now moving
the waters in the vast waterways, which you know as
'canals.'
"In quick succession we were then shown ail the
progress and évolution on Mars during the last thousand years. I do not attempt to go into détails here,
as you would surely not grasp the meaning. Neither do
I attempt at this time to explain ail the wonders that
took place on Mars during the past 10,000 years, because you would not understand most of it, precisely
as we did not grasp everything during our first 'lecture.'
It therefore becomes necessary to explain the wonders
to you by means of examples and comparisons with
existing terrestrial terms. This I will do during our
stay on this Planet.
"After our host had concluded his first 'lecture' he
watched our utter amazement with the benevolent smile
a fond mother will bestow on lier four-year-old child.
after she had finished telling him a particularly interesting fairy story.
"After a short time we could understand him quite
well by his motions as well as by mere picture talk
without closing our eyes. He then made us understand
that he desired us to transfer our thoughts to him. We
tried the experiment, Flitternix first. He failed utteriv,
for our host shook his head smilingly. Then I tried it.
But as the metallic-like cap, which one of the Martians
had placed on my head, made me too warm, I foolishly
proceeded to take it off. Of course our host smilingly
made me put it back again, and only then did I remember that he had shown us during our lecture that
thought transference was impossible without the médium of the complex 'cap,' which I shall later describe
to you.
"I then proceeded to concentrate my mind and began
thinking real hard of Flitternix and how he appeared
just then. For some seconds I did not seem to be successful, for our host looked blank. Finally, with the
perspiration running down my forehead from the unaccustomed effort, the Ruler's face lit up and he pointed
smilingly at Flitternix ! I was much elated over this
success, my first transmission of thoughts, or rather
one thought ! For a few minutes our host tried to make
us understand that it would take some days of practise before we could hope to 'talk' even by pictures, and
perhaps months before we could begin to actually 'talk'
in words without using our longues or ears. He then
recommended that Flitternix and myself should practise as much as possible and should forget speech entirely. He also cautioned us that as ail thought-trans
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mission took place through the médium of clectricity, it
was nccessary that the flexible métal! ic cord hanging
from our metallic-like caps should touch some conductor, preferably the ground. As we could easily guess
that this was necessary in order to provide a return
circuit for the currents, we soon learned how to keep
in contact with a conductor, when we wanted to transfer our thoughts from one to the other.
"As our host had to go to the other end of the room
just then, Flitternix and I tried thought transmission at
once. We surprised ourselves by our success. Not
only could we 'talk' in pictures after a while, but almost
at once we were able to enunciate whole sentences. Of
course, the unusual strain gave us a headache long before our host returned ; but that was to be expected ; we
had never been used to such hard mental work, and we
understood quickly that we would have to learn the art
gradually by constant slow practise and by frequently
resting the brain.
"As if our august host had divined the strain on our
minds during the past hour and a half, he immediately
began to divert us, and he did this admirably by letting
us see for ourselves with our eyes, instead of with our
minds.
"However, we quickly began to understand and appreciate bis wisdom in first giving us his historié lecture,
because if he had not done this most of the things we
saw during the next hour would have been meaningless
to us. Thus you will understand that what I am going
to tell you now, including the explanations, did not
originale entirely in my own mind. Most of my explanations arc, naturally, based upon that important
lecture.
"We followed our host outdoors, where we boarded
his private flyer. This machine was, of course, an antigravitational flyer, propelled by atomic engines. It behaved much like our own 'Interstellar,' that is, it had no
wings, nor planes, because it was not dépendent upon
the air. The gravitational attraction of Mars is neutralized by the atomic engine to a certain degree. The
more the gravity is neutralized the higher the machine
rises. Now, in order to steer the flyer, an Emanation
Ray is used. This ray is the joint product of several
éléments not known on Earth ; the nearest, although a
poor analogy, is found in your radium émanation, but
the latter is several million times weaker than the Martian Emanation Ray. This ray is projected into space
by means of electricity and another source of energy,
which I shall term ION, as yet unknown on Earth, and
to be describcd by me later. The Emanation Ray can
be stored just as electricity is stored in a storage battery. When it strikes an immovable object it acts
exactly as an oar does when it is used in 'pushing off'
from the dock, i.e., the boat will move away from land.
So the Emanation Ray is used in controlling the horizontal motion of the gravity-neutralized flyer, and by
its means, the latter can be guided in any desired direction.
"Our flyer was round in shape, resembling a dise,
and measured about 25 feet in diameter. It was almost 6 feet thick, and like most other things we had
seen on Mars, it was transparent. In the center was a
dome that looked like the conning tower of a submarine,

and a slender metallic pôle extended from it almost 25
feet into the air. It branchée! ont at the top into three
short brackets, at the end of each was a transparent
hall about 10 inches in diameter. Between these balls
the Emanation Ray played, and the latter could be
thrown at will into any direction desired.
"Our flyer was an open one and not covered on top,
and there were two 'drivers'—which you probably
would call chauffeurs—one forward and one aft. There
were no steering wheels and no brakes, nor was there a
horn. The two drivers sat in transparent chairs, not
unlike our own, and in front of them was a little round
table with small key levers like 'listening in' keys on an
American téléphone switchboard. That was ail.
"As soon as we were seated, our host sitting between
us, our 'drivers' pressed a lever or two, and we shot
upward with amazing speed. In a few seconds the
Emanation Ray went into action, and we began to fly
or rather float in an easterly direction. From the
position of the sun, I concluded that it was almost
'noon,' as the sun was about overhead ; this must have
been in Flitternix's mind too, for presently he set his
chronometer to noon, which, of course, was a ridiculous
thing to do, for we did not know if the Martians divided
their day into 24 hours or into 100 hours.
"We were now floating some 1,500 feet up over what
we afterwards learned was the Martian National Capital, the 'city' of the Ruler. It is located in the elliptical
spot which terrestrial astronomers have marked as
'Solis Lacns' on their Martian maps.*
"As if our host had divined our innermost wishes,
we soon passed over the capital and approached the
waterway which you will find in your Martian map
under the name of 'Nectar.'
"The Martian Canals! At last we beheld one of
them at a distance of less than 2,000 feet! The riddle
of terrestrial astronomers for over a century ! The
cause of one of the most heated controversies on Earth !
And now we saw them close by with our own eyes !
"The 'Canal' proper, which is termed 'Nectar' by
astronomers on Earth, is about 6 miles wide. It runs
in a perfectly straight line for over 500 miles and is
about 20 feet deep. Like ail other Martian waterways,
it is lined with the Universal Martian material termed
TOS, which looks like glass, yet is not glass. The tos
in this instance is waterproof, is an electrical conductor
on one side and an insulator on the other. Yet it is a
solid body and much harder and tougher than steel.
The conducting side is turned toward the water, and
when a certain current of ion is sent through the tos,
the water near it loses ail weight because the gravitational attraction of Mars is neutralized thereby. It is
now an easy matter to move the tremendous masses of
water, a problem which your earthly scientists could
never solve.
"At each bank of the vast waterway, we saw immense towers about 2,000 feet high. These towers are
spaced about 5 miles apart and follow the entire course
of every canal. Their purpose is as follows:
"At the top of each tower is an immense 'pyramid,'
* See accompanying map of Mars. Solis Lacus is located at
about 30° latitude and 90° longitude. Nectar runs from the
eastern (left) edge of Solia Lacus, due east. See page 155.
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made of a certain variety of tos. The sides of these
pyramids are formed of thousands of small black cells,
which, when exposed to the Sun's rays, absorb the beat
of the latter. As the surface of these pyramids is very
large, a proportionally large amount of heat is received.
This heat is directly transformed into ion and stored
within the pyramid. The latter turns on its axis, so as
to présent the largest possible surface to the Sun from
sunrise until sunset ; also as more power is generated
than is needed during the daytime, the excess is used
during the night.
"Now, then, from the top of the pyramid a gigantic
Emanation Ray bursts forth, fed from the stored ion,
originally secured from the Sun's heat.
"This ray is made to fall over the entire width of
the waterway, and it is directed on the latter at an angle.
The ray striking the water, which because it has no
weight, does not resist, must naturally move away from
the direction of the ray. This it does, the Emanation
Ray 'pushing' the water at a rate of about 2^4 miles an
hour. If it were not for the ray, the water would, of
course, be entirely motionless, for the Martian waterways are exactly level.
"As each tower assists in moving the water over a
certain distance, the water gradually acquires momentum and flows slowly but steadily. Before the momentum has been expended, the next tower is reached,
which pushes the water on to the next one, and so on
through the entire length of the Canal. You will naturally understand that these towers must work nights
as well as during the day, else the water would not flow

during the night. The stored surplus power during the
day makes this possible. Furthermore, the towers
work to their full efficiency and uninterruptedly year in
and year out, for there are few clouds to hide the Sun
on Mars, as is well known ; consequently, the pyramids
are hardly ever without power, except nights.
"You realize that ail the towers must throw their
rays in the same direction, which, of course, they do;
thus, if the water is to be moved in one season from
North to South, the rays face the South. During the
next season, when the flow of the water must needs be
reversed, as explained to you yesterday, the Emanation
Rays will ail point northward. Thus one of the great
problems on Mars has been solved. But what does the
work ? The ail dominating Sun.
"And what moves the waters on Earth ? What condenses the waters from the océans and lifts up myriads
of tons of water year in and year out, to form clouds,
which later produce the rains, without which your
rivers would run dry within four weeks? The Sun, of
course !
"Only on Earth the Sun does it in a natural manner ;
here on Mars, the Sun works to the same effect, but
without the intermediary of the clouds."
^

îf:
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There was the familiar snapping sound in my receivers, a low click.and everything was quiet. I knew
that the telegraphone wire on the Moon. must have
beon filled to capacity, and that I would not hoar again
from Mûnchhausen till the next evening.

8. Thought Transmission On Mars
IWAS still dreaming, lost completely in a blue cloud
of pipe smoke when my electric chime, controlled
by the Western Union clock, which gets the c*xact
time hourly from the Naval Observatory, commenced
to sound the eleventh hour in its sonorous, vibrant voice.
At the stroke of eleven—my headset had been already
clamped over my ears—the familiar high whistling
sound sung in my ears once more. Punctually, as usual,
Miinchhausen "called."
"Same, good old Miinchhausen," I said to myself,
and I listened expectantly for that dear, croaking sepulchral voice. However, he had a little surprise for me.
He did not speak ; instead, without warning, there suddenly broke into my ears the most amazing music a
mortal has ever heard. The sound was so loud that I
was actually forced to take the 'phones from my head
and place them on the table, and I had to go to the far
end of my laboratory in order to hear the music at its
best.
And to think that I was listening to music which had
originated on Mars 60 million miles away ! It was almost unbelievable ! But there it was, filling up the entire room with the most delightful music. Sometimes
it sounded like an immense orchestra, then again like a
cclestc instrument. At other times the music sounded
like a 'cello mixed with a flûte, immediately to change
into a mixture of an oboe and a cornet. Occasionally
there was a sound like human singing, but altogether

différent in quality and volume. Moreover, ail sounds
were sustained ; they never broke off sharply ; and the
music from one instrument seemed to melt into that of
another without the slightest break. Imagine, if you
can, that you are listening to a violin which gradually,
in a most harmonious manaer, changes into a cornet
without a break ! I had never been stirred so deeply
by music in my life, and I have listened tp exquisite
music in my day.
For five minutes or more I listened, entranced ; then
the music gradually died down to a plaintive, crying
sound which almost brought tears to my eyes. When
the "concert" was over I returned to the 'phones and
I had hardly adjusted them when Miinchhausen spoke:
"Good evening, my dear Alier, how is old Mother
Earth and yourself to-night? Sorry you can't tell me,
at any rate I trust ail is well ! T hope you enjoyed my
little musicale; there has never been such music on
earth as far as I know. Too bad the telegraphone wire
on the moon is so short, otherwise I would have given
you a longer program. Anyhow, I am certain you
liked my little concert. Of course, now that you have
heard the Martian music, you want to know how it is
produced. If I were not so far famed for my veracity,
I should certainly run the risk of being called something
less well sounding than a story teller, but I know you
will not question my statements. The indisputable facts
are that the music which you just heard was produced
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from a solicl transparent tos rod, about *4 inch thick
and almost 8 feet high. At each end of this rod there
is a coil which looks like a big terrestrial magnet coil.
It bas, however, about 14 distinct and separate windings.
The ends of these windings go to a sort of switchboard
which lias a triple keyboard like an organ, and both coils
are connected to this organ-like instrument. By depressing a key, a certain pulsating current is sent
through one of the coils. This in turn sets up Eddy currents in the tos rod, which, of course, is conductive.
These stresses in the rod set up vibrations and cause
the rod to swing like a piano string—sound is the resuit.
By using différent frequencies, différent sounds are
produced. When both coils are operated at the same
time, interférences take place within the rod, causing
the sound to change in its quality. Thus by operating
the two coils while changing the current rntensity and
b}7 using différent amplitudes, almost every imaginable
as well as unimaginable sound can be obtained. It is
thus easy to imitate a cornet or a xylophone in their true
musical values. Nor is this ail, for the rod can be made
to sing and trill, and it can be made to actually speak
words ; a good player is able to imitate the spoken or
the singing voice of any living Martian equally as well
as a lifeless, black phonograph dise on earth can be
made to sing the most difficult aria.
"Xor does the wonder stop here. By using a sufficient amount of power, the sounds can be intensified to
such a degree that music emanating from a tos rod can
be heard plainly over a distance of 10 miles. Indeed, ail
outdoor concerts on Mars are given by means of a
single tos rod. In only one case have I seen two rods
operated simultaneously. The effect in this instance
was overwhelming ; it was like listening to a thousandman orchestra and to a dozen ténors, ail going at one
time.*
"But this is not ail. You know that if a rod is
vibrated at a sufficient frequency, it will sound a certain
note. The faster it vibrâtes the higher the note will be.
If we keep on increasing the speed or vibration we finally arrive at a stage where the note is so high that the
human ear is no longer capable of hearing it. If we
keep on increasing the frequency, a stage is finally
reached in which the rod sends out waves that have the
velocity of light and electricity—186,000 miles a second. This, of course, is well known to your physicists
on earth.
"The Martians make use of just this principle in
supplying the music loving people of Mars with wireless concerts. The opération is simple indeed.
"Not far from the equator of the planet, a central
music plant is operated by a single Martian, who, of
course, is a musical genius. He opérâtes one of the
organ-like instruments of which I spoke before. Besides the instrument, the 'plant' comprises tos rods,
each 20 feet high. These rods work exactly like the
ones just described, except that they are operated at an
enormous frequency. I have stood in front of them
while they were operating so close, in fact, that I could
* When this was written, radio loud speakers were not known.
Recently radio loud speakers have been invented which can
throw.music and the human voice over a distance of several
miles.—Aiithor.

have touched both rods with my hands. However, my
ears detected not the slightest sound. Incredible as it
seems, millions of Martians, at that minute, were listen- ■
ing to the wonderful music produced by these same
rods, but not with their ears. They were listening with
their brains !
"I told you a few days ago, how, when we first îanded
on Mars, we had been amazed to 'hear' snatches of a
wonderful music inside of our heads. What we had
been hearing was the radio music originating from these
two tos rods some 2,000 miles distant! Of course,
radio music is nothing new ; the sounds of voices and
music have been wafted over thousands of miles on
earth already, but your scientists still require huge
aerials with which to catch the waves. And these waves
are not yet themselves audible to our ears. You are
still using a variety of coils, detectors, téléphoné receivers and what not in order to translate these radio
waves into sound waves in order that your ear may
hear them.
"Not so on Mars. Every Martian is required, for
reasons which you will understand presently, to wear a
peculiar soft metallic cap. From the back of the cap,
a thin metallic cable runs down the Martian's back and
is fastened there to his metallic coat. AU Martian
clothing, as well as footgear, is invariably of metallic
weave. Now, since ail pavements and ail flooring, carpets and rugs are metallic on Mars, for reasons which
will also be apparent to you later, a metallic connection
with the 'earth' or 'ground' is always effected.
"The metallic cable of which I just spoke does not
make contact with the cap itself, but it is insulated
therefrom. Il connects, however, with a small reddish
metallic plate about the size of an American silver dollar. This plate in turn, by means of a flat spring,
presses against the temple of the wearer ; the cap holds
the plate in place. A similar plate presses against the
other temple, but this plate, unlike the other, is connected metallicly to the cap itself. From this description you wiH gather that the metallic cap performs the
function of a radio aerial, while the metallic clothing
forms the ground. The two reddish plates pressing
against the bare temples are made of two metals tmknown on earth, and the metals are distributed over the
surface of the plate in honeycomb fashion without
touching each other. Now if the two plates are pressed
against the temples and when wireless waves are passing through them, the waves are translated into vibrations of a certain frequency. It has been found that
if these vibrations reach the conscious sense of hearing
which is located in the temporal lobe of the brain,
sounds can be impressed upon the brain without requiring the ear and its auditory nerve. In other words,
the sound is "heard" directly within the brain without
the agency of the ear's mechanism.
"If this should be somewhat hazy to you, a homely
(though inaccurate) illustration will not be amiss here.
At first blush one would think that the ear is absolutely essential for hearing, but this is not the case.
Try the following simple experiment: Stop up both
your ears as tightly as possible with cotton so that you
will not hear a sound from outside. If you are partiy
deaf—and I trust you are not—ail the better for the
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experiment. Place a darning needle between your
teeth by biting on it hard and take care that your lips
do not touch the needle. The needle itself should project about one inch from your mou th. Now operate
an ordinary dise phonograph and with care press down
upon the record with the needle's point held at the same
angle as the reproducer's needle is held ordinarily.
Your whole brain will be fdlcd immediately with music,
exceedingly loud and clear. Of course, in this case
you still hcar with your ear's mechanism, the Sound
vibrations being carried to the eardrum through the
bones of the head ; but it is interesting to note that if a
truly deaf person tries the experiment he will be enabled
to 'sense' the sounds, although not perfectly.
o .t.- >1 ■>
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if we can find a médium by which it will be possible to
detect these waves it will become as simple a matter to
transmit the thôught waves as any other wave.
"The médium of detecting these 'brain-waves' is
found in the Martian temple plates, enormously sensitive to the brain's short wavelengths. But not only do
these composite métal temple plates detect the 'brainwaves; they also translate them directly into a longer
etheric wavelength, which in turn is shot ont into space
similar to a radio signal. While these waves are fairly
strong, their intensity is not sufficient to carry them
over great distances. As a matter of fact, thoughts
have only been transmitted on Mars for a distance
equal to about 10 terrestrial miles. And even this was
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Photo courtesy Prof. Pcrcival Lowell, Lowell Observatory, F
The above map shows Mars and ils canals In Mercator's projection.
As objects appear upside down In the télescope, it should be remembered when studying the above map, that the top is South, the bottom
North; East is left, West is right. Note how the majority of the
canals run North and South (or South and North), toward the pôles,
which is necessary in order to convey the water from the melting

gstaff, Ariz.
polar snow caps equatorward. The canals can be plainly scen running
over the dark areas, which are therefore not seas, but vast stretches
of végétation. Particular attention is called to the numerous circular
dark spots, only to be found at the intersection of two or more canals.
These dark spots, termed Oases, are thought to be circular vegetational tracts, containing vast farms, parks, cities, etc.

"Of course, the function of the Martian apparatus is
based on an entirely différent principle, and the above
experiment is only cited by way of comparison.
"It goes without saying that these little red honeycombed plates, pressing against the temples, are wonderfully sensitive to etheric waves ; in that they exceed
enormously the most sensitive radio detector ever invented by your scientists. But not only do these wonderful temple plates serve to bring distant music to the
Martian's brain, but they still have a more important
function. The fact was already mentioned to you how
we first made our acquaintance with thought transmission and how we found it impossible to transfer
thoughts without the caps being on our heads.
"The act of thinking, as we know it and as has been
understood on earth for a long time, is merely the
action of certain nerves stimulating certain brain centers. The harder we think the stronger the stimulation.
This stimulation in turn sets up an undulatory motion
in the affected brain cells, with the resuit that these
cells must of necessity vibrate like a piano wire. But
anything that vibrâtes—no matter what the frequency
—must set up waves. Thus we corne to the conclusion
that the act of thinking must set up certain waves. Now

exceptional, extra highly sensitive apparatus being used
at the time for the experiments. As a rule the Martians do not projcct their thoughts over 50 terrestrial
yards, as the confusion and clashing of the many waves
would otherwise become too great. If a number of
Martians are assemblcd in one room they can converse
very nicely by thought transmission without interfering
with one another. The Martian, by long training of
his brain for générations back, is enabled to 'tune' his
mind to a comparative wide range of waves ; thus with
but liltle effort he can think in a high "pitch" or in a
low one. As each pitch has its own characteristics—
no two being alike—it becomes easy for anyone to
'listen' to the selected one only. It is the same as if you
converse with your friend while ten other people talk
ail at one time in the same room. By instinct you are
enabled to listen to your friend's characteristic voice,
disregarding ail the other voices. You 'tune' your ear
automatically to his voice, and while the sounds of the
ten other voices reach your ear, you do not consciously
hear them.
"Exactly the same is the case when the Martian converses by thought transmission; his brain 'hears' only
that which he actually wishes to hear and nothing elso.
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Xor can one Marlian force his thoughts upon another
if the latter does not want to 'listen.' He simply shuts
the other ont, just as you can shut ont your friend's
voice if you do not care to listen to him. You 'tune'
his voice ont by concentrating real hard on a subject,
vvith the resuit that you are not conscious of what he
is talking about. The saine is the case vvith the Martian.
"On the other hand, if the Martian does not want to
have anyone 'listen' to his thoughts, he simply pushes
the plates away from his temples, when, of course, no
thought transmission can take place.
'But, as usual, I get ahead of myself. I believe that
I told you last night how we had taken an excursion
over the mighty Mars canals with our host, the Planet
Ruler, and how we had been shown the machines which
move the waters in these miraculous canals. After
the inspection our host took us back to the executive
palace and once more we were seated in our transparent chairs.
"Our host also resumed his transparent chair in front
of his desk, which, as I mentioned yesterday, was flat
and transparent, while on top 20 transparent tos rods,
curved like goosenecks, were mounted in two semicircles. Our host sitting in front of the desk formed
the center of one of the semi-circles, in such a manner
that one gooseneck was as far away from him as he
was from the other.
"The august ruler hardly sat down when a 10-foot
transparent tos rod which was mounted on the desk
suddenly gave out a pleasant but penetrating chime-like
Sound. Our host immediately assumed an exceedingly
grave manner and motioned us to pay close attention.
"We then witnessed a most astounding procédure.
" I he ruler of the Planet Mars placed his finger upon
a black button-like contrivance in front of him and
instantly the transparent gooseneck tos rod in front of
the button changed its color and became almost milky
white. Simultaneously its upper sharp point began to
glow in a bluish white color and a faint discharge, not
unlîke tobacco smoke, struck our host squarely in the
face. This discharge was unlîke any electrical high tension phenomenon we had evcr witnessed, for it wàs
transparent and it did not make the slightest sound.
Moreover, it seemed to constantly undergo changes;
for a few seconds the stream would be bluish white,
quickly to change to a pinkish color during the next
moment. Then again it would appear sîightly violet
One moment it would spread out, the next it would look
like a single beam of light. Altogether it was the mos:
singular, astonishing phenomenon we had ever seen.
"But this was not the most wonderful part, for
when our eyes were directed upon our host's face,
another surprise awaited us. His expression was continually changing; sometimes he would smile, sometimes he would look very severe. At other times he
would nod as if he was giving his approvàl to sometliing; then again he would sway his head sîightly from
one side to the other, but at ail times while we were
watching him we could not rid oursclves of the idea
that he was 'reading' something.
"Indeed, as we were to find out later, this was precisely what he was doing. In other words, we were

witnessing how the Ruler of the Planet Mars was
'reading' his morning 'correspondence !'
"While we were still marveling, the gooseneck
stopped its discharge—the ruler had read the first
'letter.'
"We were tô see immediately how he answered it.
He simply touched a red button in front of the black
one, which he had just released, and by his demeanor
we did not find it difficult to understand that he was
transmitting his thoughts pertaining to the 'letter' just
received, to one of his secretaries. He 'dictated' for a
few minutes and when he had finished he pressed upon
the second black button in front of the second goose
neck—he was now 'reading' his second letter.
"For an hour or more he thus attended to his 'correspondence,' never slacking, never resting a minute.
Whatever the qualities of a Martian ruler are, it is
certain that he must be energetic to the utmost, as well
as a quick worker. Of course, we had no inkling of
what was going on ; we were to learn the détails later.
"Briefly they are as follows : The Planet Mars is
divided into 10 equal 'zones,' each administered by a
'Zone Président.' These ten officiais, scattered over
the planet at différent points, are directly responsible
for the welfare of their zone and report to the Planet
Ruler once each day at a certain predetermined time.
"As the most vital question on Mars is invariably
the supply of water, nine-tenths of the Planet Ruler's
'correspondence' is on this subject. So strenuous is the
battle for existence on Mars that the inhabitants of
the planet themselves are always considered after the
water supply, never before it. If the Zone Présidents
report has been prepared by him, he sits down in front
of his desk, similar to the one described, except that it
has fewer goosenecks than that of the Ruler. When
he presses the red button in front of him his thoughts
are immediately transmitted through a cable to the
executive capitol and are received by the Planet Ruler.
I described a few minutes ago the manner, by which
the message is received by him. Simultaneously while
the Ruler reçoives his message a record of it is made by
one of his secretaries. Connected to the tall tos rod on
the Ruler's desk, which is used to receive the transmitted thought waves, is a sensitive recording mechanism. This latter is in charge of a secretary and works
as follows: A thin metallic ribbon of the thickness of
tissue paper unrolls slowly in front of a sharp stylus.
The thought waves acting upon an amplifying System
operate this stylus, which in turn engraves a continuons wave line on the thin metallic ribbon. This wave
line is perfectly legible and a Martian can read it as
well as you can read an electric ticker tape. Thus
incoming as well as outgoing 'correspondence' is always
recorded, so it can be readily looked up should occasion
arise. Each tape is carefully labeled and stored away
in the archives of the capital and, being of métal, it
will last practically forever.
"But I note by my chronometer that the time is up
and in a few seconds the telegraphone wire on my
radiomatic on the moon will be full to capacity. So I
must eut off short. Au revoir, dear boy, and pleasant
dreams till to-morrow
"

{To be contînued next mont h)
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By IRVIN LESTER and FLEÏCHER PRATT
(Concluded)
He was interrupted by the arrivai of an excited
Scnagalese, who addressed Major Larivet:
"The boat she is smoke. She go."
"How?" "What?" cried the four, leaping to their feet
and starting down the road in the direction of the pier.
It was too true. The Morgana, ont beyond the reef
line, was marked by a tiny plume of smoke from lier
funnel, and as they gazed, she seemed to move a bit.
"Quick!" shouted Weyl, "let's push off a dhow.
Followed by the Englishman, and at a longer distance
by Duperret, he raced for the pier and leaped into the
little craft. "Grab a sweep," he called to Larivet.
Propelled by sail and oar, the little craft began to
swing ont from the pier, and then catching the land
breeze in its full strength, heeled over. Duperret drew
in his sweep, useless at that speed. He shaded his eyes
and looked toward the Morgana. Suddenly he turned
with a short bitter laugh.
"Look," he said, pointing. A few hundred yards
ahead of the dhow, Weyl and Mulgrave saw a globular
grey shape among the waves. From it, lying flush with
the water, radiated—tentacles. Weyl put the tiller over
to avoid it, and as the craft swung saw another, and
then another. It was the end.
But even as he prepared to wear the little ship round
and run back for the pier, if indeed they could make
that temporary safety, they saw out beyond the loathsome globular head and spreading arms a triangular
fin-shape that eut the water with hardly a ripple.
It was charging straight at the octopus, and as they
watched, there was a swift turmoil in the water, the
flash of a sleek, wet, black body, a vision of dazzling
teeth, and the globular head of the octopus disappeared
into a boil of water from which rose two tentacles,
waving vainly. Off to the right, another of those knifelike fins was coming, followed by more—a half-dozen, a
dozen, a score ; and suddenly around each of them there
gathered the whirl and flush of a combat.
The dhow drew ahead, right toward the center of
one of those tumultuous whirlpools. Out of it dissolved an octopus that was only half an octopus, its
tentacles torn and a huge gash across that inhuman
parody of a face—an octopus that was striving vainly
to escape from a flashing fate that ran behind it.
Weyl shouted—Duperret began to weep; the unaffected tears of joy of the emotional Frenchman and
Mulgrave, stirred from his imperturbability, was shouting, "Killer whales !" to an audience that had eyes and
ears only for the savage battles ail about them.
Everywhere, they could see through the clear tropical
water that the killers, stronger and swifter, if less intelligent, were the victors. The octopuses. routed, were
trying to get away—as vainly as the natives had tried te
escape from them.
"Let the bally yacht go," shouted Mulgrave to Weyl.
"I want to en joy this."
For fifteen, twenty minutes, they watched. until they
saw the vanishing fin of a killer moving off to north-

ward, signal that that part of the battle was over, and
that the killers were departing for new fields of triumph.
Three men, with hearts lighter than they had known
them for weeks, manoeuvred the boat back to the pier.
CHAPTER X
THEY seem to be gone, sure enough," said Weyl,
tossing down on the table a brace of the native
pheasants. It was only two days later, but he
had returned from a four hours' trip into the jungle.
"I didn't even corne across the traces of a single one
of them—unless you can call a trace the fact that they
seem to have cleaned out about ail the animais in this
district. Even the monkeys are gone."
"Do you think they will corne back?" asked Major
Larivet.
"1 am sure they will not," said Weyl. "There seem
to be perfcct shoals of killer whales off the coast, attracted no doubt by the octopuses, which are their favorite food. You may be sure they would hunt down
every one, as the killers are very voracious."
"But what made them appear in the first place ?"
"God knows. It is, or was, since they are now gone,
some phenomenon allied to that which produces the
lemming migrations every twenty-eight years. You,
Mulgrave, are a biologist. You know how, once in
twenty-eight years, these little rat-like animais breed
in such numbers that they overrun whole districts, and
then migrate into the océan where they are drowned by
the thousand.
"These octopuses would have plenty of opportunity
to develop their extraordinary size and intelligence, as
well as their quality of breathing air by life in the shallow, deserted lagoons ail around Madagascar, and if
they were actuated by a life-cycle similar to that of the
lemmings, they would breed in the vast numbers which
we saw. It seems the only logical hypothesis.
"In any case, there is nothing for the rest of the
world to fear. A sort of wireless telegraphy seems to exist among animais with regard to neighborhoods where
food can be obtained in quantifies, and just as you will
see the condors of the Andes flock to where food is, the
killer whales gathered around this Visitation of giant
cuttle fish.
"It is one of Nature's numerous provisions to right
the balance of things on the earth when they threaten
to get out of joint in any direction. If any other enemy
of man were to multiply as these octopuses did, you
may be sure he would find an animal ail}'.
"We were merely panic-stricken and foolish to think
we could accomplish anything.
We should have
waited."
"And now, my friend," said Duperret, "I suppose I
must bid you farewell."
"Yes. I am anxious to get back to my monograph
on the Ammonites of the Upper Cretaceous. It will
astonish the scientific world, I think."

THE END
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Author of "The Machine Man of Ardathia."

A Strange Disappearance

University and held the chair of Physics. Raymond
Bent was a student, working his way through collège
|HE thing is a iioax."
by doing secretarial work for him. Reubens was a
"Palpably a hoax."
man of about forty-odd, well-known in scientific
"And yet the handwriting is theirs."
circles as a brilliant, if somewhat cccentric, physicist.
"Or a forgery."
In fact, he had studied under, and once collaborated
"A clevcr forgery then. Schultz is a
with, Jacques Loeb, before the death of that great
handwriting expert, you know, and he déclarés the
mechanist. He lived with his widowed sister in a
signatures to be genuine."
large, old-fashioned house on Panoramic Way, and
"But the thing is incredible."
had a splendidly equipped laboratory there in which
1 he two men looked at each other helplessly. One
he carried ont strange experiments of his own. I
was a Doctor of Science; the other a nationallywill frankly confess that while we acknowledged him
known criminal lawyer. Several days before, a
to be a brilliant man in some respects, the majority
strange thing had happened. The nationally-known
of other professors thought him a mit because of
lawyer had been dining with his family in his home
wild théories he was wont to voice in relation to
on Tanglcwood Road, Berkeley, California, when
time. On the other hand, he made no secret of
what was at first taken to be an infernal machine of
regarding us as so many 'Uumb Doras' without vision
some sort dropped in the midst of the dinner table
enough to see beyond the tips of our noses. That's
with a crash, upsetting the table and narrowly missthe best picture 1 can give you of the man who went
ing injuring the diners with its flying wreckage.
into his laboratory with his secretary on the 14th
Yet, as it was the rainy season and the evening was
of October, 1926, and never came ont again ! But
damp and raw, no windows had been open; nor did
let his sister give you lier version of the affair. I
investigation show any of the panes or sashes to
clipped this interview with her out of the San Franhave been broken, as would have been the case had
cisco Examiner and saved it."
the machine been hurled through them. In short,
The M.D. took and read the proffered piece of
save for some spatters of food and a few dents in
paper.
the walls made by the flying métal, the room was
"At four o'clock Raymond Bent came and I let
intact. Only onc door had been open at the time,
him in by way of the side door. He chatted with
the door leading into the kitchen ; and the kitchen
me a few minutes before going to the laboratory,
had been occupied by the cook, a middle-aged lady
where my brother was. The laboratory is on the
who had been in the emsecond floor and I had ocploy of the lawyer for five
—
casion
to pass it several
years. Seemingly, the intimes on my way to and
✓DATE
of
America
s
grcal
entomologists
made
the
slalcfernal contraption had mafrom my bedroom. My
^vient thaï if the insect zvorld ever look il in ils hcads
terialized ont of thin air.
to conquer this planet. there would be no stopping them.
brother never t o I d me
As if this were not startMan would be powerless against billions and billions of
about his experiments, and
ling enough, there was the
avis if Ihey should ever bec orne organized. Anyone who
it was understood I was
h
as
been
in
the
Iropics
and
lias
seen
arnty
an
I
s'al
work,
manuscript.
never
to enter his workand lias seen how Ihey eat ever y thin g that cornes their
"I found it," said the
room. One time the door
way, humons and caille included, will undcrstand this
lawyer, "in the midst of
stalemcnt much bel ter. Lel no onc Ihink that Mr. Flagg's
was ajar and I saw the two
the wreckage."
picture is ovcrdraivn. Km. even to the milking of human
of them standing by some
bcings, for an!s do keep caille how and do milk them, just
The third member of
sort of a machine. That is
as we milk our domestic cows.
the party, an ordinary
ail, except at about fourpractising M.D., examined
thirty, when T was passing
the manuscript with curi
the laboratory door on my
osity. It had evidently heen tightly rolled and was
way downstairs, I heard a terrible crash. I guess it
yellow, as if with âge.
was a pretty had one, because ail the plaster was
"You say," he said. "that this purports to be a
knocked off the ceiling in the room below. When
message from two men who dropped ont of existmy brother didn't answer my call, T got frightened
ence some twelve months ago. As I am only visiting
and went in. Things were upset—you know, basins
in the East Bay for a few weeks, I am not acquainted
and things—but neither Bent nor my brother was
with the facts of their disappearance. If it wouldn't
there."
be too much trouble ..."
The article went on to state that Reuben's sister
"Not at ail," replied the Doctor of Science. "John
admitted that the machine had also disappeared.
Reubens was a fellow professer of mine at the
"Some bright reporters," remarked the Doctor
158

Relentlessly, the loathsome thing clambered upwards untll ît had settled itself firmly on neck and shoulders. The two antennae
reached down my cheeks, gripping the corners of my mouth and c lamping themselves there. . . . And as I lought to unseat the
inhuman rider perched on my shoulders, I knew what I was ... I was an inferior animal being conquered, beaten, trained by a
superior one.
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of Science, "got to speculating if the professer hadn't
hopped off in some sort of an airship hc had built;
but the theory wouldn't sj^nd up against the fact
lhat while one end of the laboratory was ail glass,
and the great door-like Windows swung wide open,
a crow could hardly have winged its way through
the iron grilling, which protected them on the outside."
"Wasn't there talk of missihg money in connection
with the affair?" asked the M.D. "Seems to me,
now, lhat I do recall reading of the case. Only . .
The nationally-known lawyer nodded. "Unfortunately, yes. At the time of his disappearance, the
professer had drawn twenty thousand dollars of his
sister's money from the bank for reinvestment. The
money had been issued to him in Treasury notes of
one thousand dollars each. Some people were uncharitable enough to find in this fact full explanation
of his disappearance. However, notes bearing the
sériai numbcrs of tlfbse issued .to him have never
appeared on the market, as far as is known."
At this juncture the doorbcll rang and a few
minutes later the président of the university and two
members of the faculty were ushered in. When
they were seàted, the lawyer addressed the gathering.
"I take it that everyone of you is aware of why
I have asked you here tonight." He held up the
manuscript. "My letters, I believe, explained adequately how this document came into my possession.
It only remains for me to say that I have submitted
it, with specimens of the handwritings of Professer
Reubens and Raymond Bent, to Herman Schultz, the
chirographist, and he pronounces the writing and
signatures in the manuscript to be identical with
that of the specimens submitted."
The président of the university nodded. "I believe that is clear to ail of us. The manuscript is
held to have been written in the hand of Raymond
Bent, and bears both his signature and that of Professer Reubens. Very well, then. We are acquainted
with the peculiar manner in which you received it,
but as yet are unaware of its contents. If you
would kindly read the communication to us . .
Thus bidden, the lawyer cleared his throat and
read wh'at is probably the strangest document ever
penned by human hand:
The Document
WHETHER any human eye, in the âge I have
left behind me forever, may chance to read
this writing, I do not know. I can only trust
to Providence and send what I have written into the
past with the fervent prayer that it will fall into the
hands of intelligent people and be made known to
the American public.
When I came into the Professor's laboratory on
the afternoon of October 14, 1926, I had not the
slightest inkling of the terrible fate that was so soon
to befall me. Tf I had, I would probably have fled
in horror from the place. The Professer was so
absorbed in tinkering with the " mechanism of the
machine which had engrossed his interest for nearly
two years, that he did not at first notice my entrance.
T picked up a book lying open on a stand to one side
of him. It was H. G. Wells' "The Time Machine."
I smiled at the absurdity of a great professer being
interested in such truck. The Professor turned and
caught me smiling. "Impossible fiction," I remarked,
with what, God help me, was an illy-concealed sneer.

"Fiction, yes," replied the Professor, "but why
impossible ?"
"Surely you don't think there is anything possible
about this?" I exclaimed.
"Yes, I do."
"But to travel in something that has no reality!"
"What is reality ? The earth on which we stand ?
The sea on which we sail ? The air through which
we fly? Plave they any existence outside of the
attributes with which our senses endow them?"
"But I can touch the earth," I protested, "1 can
feel the sea, but I cannot touch or handle time."
"Neither can you touch or handle space," said the
Professor dryly, "but you move in it: and if you
were to move through space, say from this spot to
the City Hall in Oakland, you would probably calculate the journey took you fifty minutes of time.
In that sense time would have a very real significance for you, and you would have moved in it to
the extent of fifty minutes. But if I ask you why
it isn't possible to move ahead in time not fifty
minutes, but fifty centuries, you consider me insane.
Your trouble is that of most people, my boy; the
lack of enough imagination to lift your brains ont
of the accustomed rut."
"Perhaps so," I replied, reddening angrily; "but,
save in ^ fiction, who has ever invented a time
machine ?"
"1 have," answered the professor. He smiled at
my look of disbelief. "Now this thing," he added,
patting the mechanical création affectionately, "is
a Time Machine."
It was the first time he had ever told me what
his invention was supposed to be.
"You mean it will travel into the future?" I asked
skeptically.
"If my calculations are correct—and I have every
reason to believe they are—then this machine will
take us into the future."
"Us !" I echoed.
He walked over and shut the door with a bang.
"Have you any objections to taking such a trip?"
"None at ail," I lied, thinking the chances of doing
so were very remote.
"That is splendid. Then there is nothing to prevent our giving the machine a trial this afternoon."
The machine had two seats, with backs probably
two feet high. The Professor seated me in one of
them, while he occupied the other. "Just as a précaution to keep you from falling out," he smiled,
buckling me in with a broad leather belt. In front
of himself he swung a shelf-Iike section of the
apparatus on which was arranged a number of dials
and clock-like instruments. In some respects—save
for the clocks—the shelf resembled the surface of
a radio board. Whatever cogs and wheels there
might be were hidden in the body of the machine,
under our feet.
"That," said the Professor, indicating a dial, registers the years and centuries; the one next to it, the
weeks, days and hours ; and this handle," he touched
a projecting lever, "controls the maçhine." Before
sitting down, he had lifted the bottom from his seat
and revealed below it a hollow space filled with tools
and provisions. "It is the saine with your chair,"
he said with satisfaction, "and if you examine the
leather belt, which holds you in, you will discover
that it also acts as the holster for a Colt automatic
and a box of spare cartridges," He settled himself
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comfortably in bis seat and grasped the lever. "Are
you ready, my boy?"
So business-like was bis manner, so self-assurcd,
that for a moment a qualm of doubt assailed me.
What if the confounded thing were to work ! Then
my commonsense got the upper hand again. Of
course it wouldn't ! Already I began to feel sorry
for the professer. At my nod of assent, he pressed
down on the lever. The machine shook ; there was
a purring noise ; but that was ail. I smiled, partly
with relief, partly with dérision. "What's the matter?" I asked ; and even as I spoke the whole room
spun like a giddy top and dissolved into blackness.
The roaring of a million cataracts dazed and stunned
me. There was an awful sensation of turning inside
out, a terrible jolt, and then it was ail over and I
was lying sprawled out and half senseless in a wreck
of disintegrating iron and steel. My first thought,
of course, was that we were still in the laboratory.
The machine had turned over, or exploded, and
nearly killed me. That's what came of listening
to bughouse professors and their crazy inventions !
I felt my head and limbs blindly. Sound enough, I
seemed, save for a few scratches and braises. I
struggled to sit up ; as I did so, I came face to face
with an old man with a tangled mane of gray hair
and an unkempt beard. It was several minutes
before I realized that I was looking at the professer.
Even as I did so, I became conscious of the fact
that black whiskers hung down on my own breast
and that the top of my head was as bald as a
billiard bail. I looked around and saw that wê were
lying on a prairie-like expanse of country. Some
trees were far off to one side and the immédiate
plain was covered with stunted bushes and tufts of
grass. Anything more différent from the laboratory
could not well be imagined. As I stared stupefied,
not yet realizing the awful truth, the Professer,
gave a deprecating cough.
"l'm afraid," he said in a voice that was his, yet
curiously changed, "l'm afraid I overlooked a very
vital thing." He shook his head. "How I was so
stupid as not to think of it, I can't understand."
"Think of what?" I mumbled.
;
"Of the almost elementary fact that as we journeyed into the future our bodies would âge."
HIS words brought me to my senses. Incredible
as it seemed, this was the future. At least we
had corne to rest on some other spot than that of
the laboratory. And undoubtedly physical changes
had taken place in the Professer and myself.
"We must return at once!" I cried.
"Of course," replied the Professer, "at once. But
how ?"
I looked at him dumbly.
"As you see," he remarked, picking up a piece of
rusted, crumbling métal, "the machine just kept going until it was so old it fell to pièces. My boy, we
have had a lucky escape."
"A lucky escape !" I echoed.
"Yes; for if the machine had not worn out when
it did we would have gone on until we perished
from old âge."
"But I thought you told me once that old âge
was not caused by the passing of time."
"1 did ; but you can readily understand that in
our journey through time we encountered more or
less friction from environment. Of course the faster
we traveled through a century, say, the less action
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of environment on our bodies there would be in a
given period of time. But stil there would be
enough to âge us after awhile. At least, such seems
to have been the case."
"How far have we corne?" I asked.
"I don't know. AU my instruments are destroyed.
As you see, the machine is junk."
"But we can build another."
"What with?"
I groaned. Machine, tools, weapons, ail were
gone.
God knows how many centuries in the
future, we stood on a bleak prairie, middle-aged and
old, the rotting clothes falling from our backs, with
only our bare hands to protect us from whatever
dangers might lurk for us in this new and unknown
âge. With despairing eyes I stood up and scanned
the horizon. "Look, professer, look !" I cried, seizing him by the shoulder. "Aren't those men running
towards us?"
The professer focussed his eyes in the direction
my finger pointed. Perhaps a half mile away, having seemingly just topped a rise, was a body of
what appeared to be men. Even at that distance
something about them looked peculiar; and when
they came nearer we saw that they were running
with bowed backs, their heads jutting at almost right
angles with their bodies, and their arms dangling
loosely in front of them.
"Those are the queerest looking men l've ever
seen," I said in alarm, looking around for a weapon
to de fend myself with in case of attack, and plucking up the only thing available, a piece of rusted
iron. The professer did likewise. Thus armed, we
stood up to await their approach, for there was no
place to hideT" and nothing behind which we could
find shelter. Perhaps three hundred yards away the
odd men spread out into a semi-circle. There were
probably twenty-five or thirty of them, naked, with
not even a breach-clout, shaggy of hair and beard,
and with hair almost as heavy as fur running down
their backs and on the weather sides of their arms
and legs. They continued coming at a fast gallop ;
but just when it seemed they would run on and
over us, they reared back—much as do horses when
reined in—and came to an abrupt stop, shaking their
heavy mânes, and pawing at the ground with their
feet.
"Very peculiar; very peculiar indeed," said the
Professer thoughtfully. "Except for the clearly
defined features of their faces and the général structure of their bodies, one would not take them for men
at ail."
"They seem more like apes," I retorted. "1 hope
they're not as savage as they look. Speak to them.
Professer, before they start something, and see if
they can't talk."
The Professer held up one hand in a peaceful
gesture and took a step forward. He raised his
voice so as to make it carry across the thirty or
forty feet which still separated the shaggy men
from us.
"We are American travelers!" he shouted. "Is
there any among you who can talk English ?"
The only response to this was a snorting and a
rearing, accompanied by a rustling sound which
affected the nerves disagreeably. Several of the
shaggy men broke from the circle, doing a great
deal of plunging and rearing before reluctantly
coming back into formation again.
"By God, Professer," I said fervently, the goose-
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flcsh appearing on my body, "I don't like this at ail."
The Professer repéated bis question in French,
Spanish, Italian ; lie asked it in Portuguese, and in
what he later told me were several Tndian dialects ;
but ail to no purposè. Only every time he paused to
catch his breath, there came that dry rustling as ol
the rasping of métal on métal. Suddenly he stepped
back and caught me by the shoulder.
"Those créatures," he whispered, gesturing towards
the shaggy men, "are controlled."
"Controlled !" I exclaimed. "What do you mean ?"
"That there is something on their shouldets."
I thought the Professer was taking leave of his
senses. "What could it possibly be," .1 began, then
stopped, for the shaggy men were in motion. They
divided, one group going to the right of us and
the other to the left. In our rear they joined ranks
and made us retreat before them. It was then I
caught my first glimpse of the unbelievable riders
that perched on their shoulders and rode them, much
as human beings ride horses. Long antennae reached
down on either side of the shaggy men's faces, grip
ping the corners of their mouths and serving to
guide them as with bit and bridle. Other antennae
waved in the air, or rubbed one on the other, producing the rasping noise which had so grated on
my nerves. The bodies to which these antennae were
attached were about a foot in length.
"In the name of God, what are they, Professer?"
I screamed, half raising my piece of iron as if to
throw it at the slowly advancing horrors. But the
Professer gripped my arm. "Don't start fighting,"
he warned sternly, "unless you have to. As to what
they are, Fm not certain, but I believe them to be
some sort of ant-like insects."
We retreated, slowly at first, then at a brisk
walk, finally at a trot. When we moved in a given
direction the insects were content to keep their steeds
at a distance: but when we veered from it they
urged on the shaggy men to head us off.
"1 believe those insects are driving us in front of
them as men herd cattle," gasped the Professer.
We topped a rise and saw stretching away before
us a level plain. Far ont on this plain—several
miles away. perhaps-—were numerous mounds, and
it did not take us long to suspect that they were our
destination. Several times the Professer sank to the
earth, utterlv winded, unable to. run another step.
At such times, I stood over his body with my iron
club, determined to sell our lives dearly, but there
was no need to fight. The shaggy men were brought
to a hait and their uncanny riders waited patiently
until the Professor could regain his feet, when we
were once more urged ahead at a brisk pace.
Night had fatlen and it was almost too dark to
see when we finally staggered thrqugh a narrow gap
into a large enclosure and were left to our own devices. The splash of water led us to a stream, where
we slaked our thirst and bathed our sore and swollen
feet; and then, too misérable and tired to care what
further happened to us, we huddled together for
warmth and fell asleep.
The Master Ants
SEVERAL hours later, the Professor and I
awoke, chilled to the bone. And no wonder?
For we were practically naked, only shreds
of cloth clinging to our backs. The moon'was rid
ing high overhead, making the enclosure as light

as day. Now and then the silence would be broken
with a shrill scream or a heavy snort. Once or
twice we heard the metallic slithering of antennae ;
and once, in looking up, I saw an insect crawling on
top of a mound, its sinuous body etched sharply
against the sky. I shivered with more than the cold.
"Professor," I whispered, "is this a nightmare or
am -1 really awake?"
"Fm very much afraid that both of us are vvide
awake," said the Professor with a sigh.
"But it doesn't seem possible," I exclaimed.
"Those bugs . . . My God, Professor, what has happened to the world !"
The Professor pulled thoughtfully at his unkempt
beard. "1 don't know. In our day there were scientists who held insects to be a growing menace to
man's rule. Perhaps . . . But you could "see for
yourself that those ants rode men !"
"Were they men?"
"Yes; I believe they were."
"But their hair?"
"Could be accounted for by the fact that they
were exposed, naked, to ail kinds of weather. The
fit. in this case, the strong, hairy ones, would survive
and breed. A few centuries of such breeding could
possibly produce the type we saw."
The thought of a world in which insects were the
dominant species and men subject to them as beasts
of burden, filled me with horror. If such were the
case, what would our fate be? In spite of the chill
night wind, in spite of the fact that we were cold
and hungry, I dreaded the morning. But daylight
came at last, and then we were better able to examine our surroundings. The enclosure was probably
a half mile square and fenced in with an irregular
line of mounds anywhere from ten to twenty feet
high. Across the stream from us. bedded against
the walls of a mound. were several hundred of the
shaggy men. Soon after daylight they were afoot
and came down to the stream to drink, wading into
the water, in some cases, up to the waist, and drinking with an animal-Iike abandonment that filled me
with disgust. It couldn't be possible that those créatures had once been human beings like the professor and myself. No, no! It seemed incredible
that mankind could ever have fallen so low.
Some of the shaggy men crossed the stream to
view us more closely. Most of these were females,
stooping forward as they walked. One of them
came quite close to us, uttering plaintive cries, -and
the Professor stepped forward in an attempt to speak
to her. At this a great hulking bull of a fellow,
with fiery red hair that glinted in the sun, and who
would have stood well over six feet if he had
straightened up. rushed at the Professor with a roar.
The latter retreated hastily ; whereupon the leader
of the herd—for you could have called the gathering of shaggy men nothifig else than a herd, and the
red-haired giant the leader of it—turned upon the
females, and with blows of his fists and sundry
kicks of his splay feet, drove them back across the
stream where they ail, men, women and children,
took to grubbing in the ground for some sort of
roots.
"And you call them human," I said to the Professor.
"They once were."
I shook my head. "Those créatures are bent
almost double. Even the children are so formed, and
the posture seems a natura! one to them."
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"Perhaps they were bred for that characteristic."
"Brcd !"
"Why not? If things are as I suspect, then those
men bave become the domestic animais of the insects. In the beginning they were probably bent
double by bearing the weight of thcir riders. Acquired characteristics are, of course, gencrally conceded to be uninheritable, but little is known oi' the
possibilities of variation—what effects the constant
doing of a thing may have on the germ-plasm. It is
possible that mutations with certain peculiarities of
structure were born and men, such as you see, bred
from them."
Before I could make reply, we had our first leisurely vicw of one of the ant-like insects. Tt suddenly appeared on top of a ten-foot mound a few
yards from where we stood. Its body was in three
segments of an almost metallic blackness, bcing
raised, on stilted feet, about eight inches from the
ground. Four feelers, or antennae, waved in the air
or rasped one on the other, and were- attachée! to a
mobile head. There was no "indication of eyes, yet
the weird thing paused in one spot for ail of five
minutes, as if intently regarding us, and I, for
one, believed that it could see. Other insects appeared on the mounds, and soon the air was full
of metallic slithering. At the Sound, the maies of
the shaggy herd pricked up their ears, stamped the
ground with their feet. and then continued feeding.
On the other hand, the females ran towards the
mounds, stretching up their hands to the insects
on top of them, and calling ont with imploring cries.
Then we witnessed a strange sight.
The ants
crawled down the wall in one stream, paused beside
a female for a moment or two, and then crawled
up the wall again in another. It was a few minutes
before the reason for this dawned on me.
"Good Lord, Professer !" I exclaimed suddenly,
"they're milking them !"
It was true. The females of the shaggy men were
so many cows being milked. Again the horror of
our position came over me. We were castaway in a
future âge where man no longer was lord and master. Instead, he was a beast to be driven like a
horse, milked like a cow, and—since-ants ate meat,
or used to—slaughtered like an ox. I wiped the cold
sweat from my forehead.
"Professer," I said, "we must escape froin here."
"Of course," replied the Professer; "but how—
and where to?"
There was no answer to make. The mounds
hemmed us in ; and even if we could get beyond them
and away from our présent captors, there were
doubtless other mounds and other insects who would
capture us. If the world was really in the hands of
ants, then we were animais to be hunted down,
tamed or killed. This âge into which we had blundered was not safe for man—at least, not for
civilized man. I closed my eyes to shut out the
horrible sight of crawling insects. I tried to shut
my ears to the sound of insane slithering, but heard
readily enough when the Professer said somewhat
nervously, "My boy, I believe they're coming over
here." Three of the ants had mounted on the backs
of shaggy men and were trotting them towards us.
I looked desperately around for my piece of iron.
It was gone. So was the Professor's. Someone or
something had removed them while we slept. Nor
was there anything else that could be used as a
weapon. In this dilemma we turned and ran, but
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were soon overtaken. Two of the shaggy men closed
in on me, while the third held the Professer powerless. I fought like a fiend ; but the four hands of
the shaggy men were like iron hands, the grip of
their fingers like vises. In a few minutes I was
helpless. Then came the crowning horror. One of
the insects dismounted from the back of its steed
and climbed on mine. At the feel of its suctionlike legs on my flesh I went crazy. The muscles
writhed in horrified protest under my skin. I bit
and screamed and lashed out with my feet. Ail to
no avail. Relentlessly, the loathsome thing clambered upwards until it had settled itself fîrmly on
neck and shoulders. Two antennae reached down
my cheeks, gripping the corners of my mouth and
clamping themselves there. Almost at the same instant the shaggy men loosed their grip of me and
I was free. For a moment I stood still, dazed and
trembling; then the antennae gave a pull at my
mouth, wrenching the head back with a cruel jerk.
With a scream of pure terror, I plunged forward
in a mad leap, clawing upwards with my hands at
the awful incubus on my shoulders, tearing futilely
at the antennae which gripped my mouth. And as
1 fought to unseat the inhuman rider perched on
my shoulders, I knew what I was : I was a horse
being broken, a wild mustang, knowing for the first
time the torture of bit and saddle, of spur and quirt;
I was an inferior animal being conquered, beaten,
trained by a superior one. The blind, unreasoning
fear I felt, a thousand wild horses being brought
under the yoke of all-powerful man must have felt.
I ran—it seemed for âges—goaded, spurred, until
I could run no more. My gait slackened, became a
trot, a walk. Finally I stood still, frothing blood
and saliva at the mouth, gulping painfully for air,
trembling in every limb.
The incredible inscct
breathed me for a few minutes before again urging
me into a trot. I made no protest. I was beaten,
cowed. The antenna on the left pulled ; I went to
the left. The one to the right tugged ; I went to the
right. My rider drove me past mounds where ants
perched watching, much as cowboys of the past were
wont to straddle corral fences and observe one of
their number perform. They slithered what was
undoubtedly their applause. For about twenty minutes I was put through my paces; made to walk,
canter, circle, wheel and stop at command. Finally
the insect slid from my shoulders and I sank to the
ground, too misérable and distraught to care whether
I Hved or died. I flinched and closed my eyes when
it patted me with its antennae and slithered soothingly, much as a man might pat a horse and at the
time say, "There. there, old boy, don't be afraid."
Afterwards a quantity of raw vegetables and what
appeared to be coarse grain cakes were tossed to me
and the insect went away. I lay there for a long
time, hardly stirring a finger, when the Professer
came up and sat down beside me.
"No," he said, "they didn't ride me. Too old,
perhaps."
He picked up a grain cake and gnawed at it
hungrily.
"Try one. my boy, they're not half bad. Besides
you'll feel better if you eat something."
I suppose it seems queor to tell it. but we sat
there on the rough grass, with the slithering ants
coming and going about their business, and ate those
cakes. Neither one of us had tasted food since the
day before—or was it several centuries before?—
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and were half starved. Only hunger could make
eating at ail bearable vvith my sore and lacerated
mouth. Suddenly the Professer spoke to me in an
odd tone.
"My dear boy, I don't like to arouse any false
hopes, but will you take a look at that thing in the
air and tell me what you think it is."
I glanced up apathetically enough ; then at sight
of what I saw I leaped to my feet with a wild cry;
for, soaring through the air at a height of about
seventy feet from the ground was a craft of shilling
métal.
"An airship !" I shouted deliriously. "An airship !"
2450 A.D.
Y ES, it was an airship. There could be no
doubt of that. And where there was an airship, there must be human beings, men.
"Then civilized people are still living on the earth,"
cried the Professer exultantly. "Quick, my boy,
shout and attract the drivers attention."
He had no need to urge me. Pain, weariness and
despair were forgotten as I waved madly. "Help!"
I shouted, dancing up and down. "Help!"
The strange craft jerked to a pause in mid-air,
hung motionless for a moment, then sank directly
earthwards for what must have been forty feet or
more. Over the side looked a girl, her beautiful face
wearing a look of amazement.
"For God's sake, help us!" I shouted again, "or
the ants . . ."
I got no further, fear throttling my voice, for the
ants were coming. Thousands of them suddenly
appeared in sight, literally covering the tops and
sides of the mounds. They saw the airship ; there
could be no doubt of that. A half million antennae
reached threateningly heavenwards, and the angry
slithering of them appalled the ears. The woman
shouted something, what I could not hear, and waved
her hand. Even as some of the insects surged
down from the mounds and made for us, the airship
dropped. It was a close thing. We leaped and
clutched the métal sides, hanging on with the grip
of desperation, as the strange craft brushed the earth
like a feather and soared aloft again. I felt the
sucking çlaws of an insect fasten to one leg and
kicked out in a vain endeavor to rid myself of it.
Suddenly a withering ray flashed from a cone in the
girl's hand and played on the insect. There was an
acrid smell of burning, a little flash of light, and
the grip on my leg relaxed. With a sob of relief,
I stumbled over the side of the car and fell in a
heap on the floor. "Safe, my boy, safe!" exulted
the Professer, who had preceded me; then, turning
to the girl. who was regarding us with wide-eyed
wonder, he asked, "What year is this?"
"2450," she answered in perfect English.
"A.D. ?"
"Yes."
"Hum," muttered the Professer, making a quick
mental calculation. "Five hundred and twenty-fivf
years in the future."
But I was too busy adjusting myself to this sudden change in our fortunes to give him much heed
Far below us the earth was unrolling like a checkereu
carpet, mounds, hillocks. trees sweeping by at considérable speed. What power was driving the airship. T wondered. There was no sign of a propeller ;
neither did the craft possess wings and a rudder;

nor any of the other properties associated in my
mind with flying machines. Only the girl stood
in front of a square box and now and then shifted
a small lever. She was, I judged, twenty-one or two,
with red-gold hair, eyes like slanted almonds, and
skin of yellow ivory. Fier lithe body was of médium
height and clad in a loose-flowing robe of some
scarlct-colored material.
"Where are we going?" I asked her.
"To the Castle," she answered.
As she regarded me, I realized for the first time
that I was naked ; but the Professer seemed blissfully unconscious of the lack of any clothes.
"We have to thank you for rescuing us from a
very dangerous and awkward position," he said
courteously.
( "I took you for beast men at first," she replied,
"and if you hadn't called out in English, I shouldn't
have stopped. Tell me, where do you corne from
and how did you fall into the hands of the Master
Ants ?"
"We came from the past," replied the Professor.
"and landed on the plain about seven miles from
where you picked us up. The insects—what you
call Master Ants—captured us there."
"The past?" questioned the girl.
"Where is
that? Over the sea?"
"No," answered the Professor. "In-another âge.
an earlier one than this. Out of the past, you know."
The girl didn't know. She stared at the Professor
as if she thought the hardships we had undergone
had unbalanced his mind. As for me, I was content
to sink into a seat and wonder what kind of place
was this Castle she was taking us to, and what
manner of people were they who inhabited it in the
year of our Lord, 2450. I had not long to wonder.
About an hour's flight brought us in sight of a
vast structure which crowned the top of a high
hill. Its walls glittered like dull silver under the
rays of the afternoon sun, and its roof seemed to be
one large garden or park. Never had I seen anything more beautiful or bizarre. Here and there
dômes of silver towered among swaying palm trees,
spruce and live oak. The car swooped down like a
homing bird and came gently to rest on a wide plaza
and was immediately surrounded by a crowd of curions people of ail âges and both sexes. The women
were clad in gay-colored dresses ; the men wearing
white trousers, with soft linen tunics. Both men
and women went bareheaded and barefooted, and
the men were clean-shaven. At sight of us, the
women and children fell back with cries of alarm,
and some of the men made as if they would attack
us forthwith ; but the girl cried out' that we were
not beast men, but English-speaking travelers whom
she had rescued from the Master Ants. At this
announcement hostility ceased, but the amazement
with which we were regarded deepened.
"How is this possible ?" said one handsome young
fellow. "Save for ourselves, there are no Englishspeaking people left alive in the two Americas, and
for three hundred years no word has corne from
Europe. The Master Ants rule this country, and
perhaps the world. Where, then, could these men
have come from unless it be from the ranks of the
beast men ?"
"We are Time Travelers," began the Professor;
"we come from . . ."
But a tall, commanding man of about sixty interrupted him.
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"Our guests are worn and weary. Time enough
for questions after they have bathed and fed and
rested. Corne, corne! Arc we of Science Castle so
inhospitable as to leave two wayfarers to faint at
our very door?"
At these words, the young fellow fell back abashed
and willing hands lifted us from the aircraft. It is
hard to tell of the exquisite enjoyment of the next
fevv hours. We were led into a central roof building of dull silver and bathed and washed. Soothing
lotions were applied to my wounds. Our bodies
were anointed with refreshing balms and swathed
in soft robes. Tangled beards were clipped to the
skin and our faces shaved. After ail these mimstrations, I glanced in a mirror and saw the reflected
features of a man of about forty-odd, bald of head,
yet not ehtirely unreminiscent of the youth I once
had been. Food was served to us as we lay on soft
couches. First a thick broth, aromatic, satisfying ;
then varions dishes whose names I did not know ;
but ail were palatable. After eating. we fell asleep
and slept, we discovered later, until eight o'clock
of the next morning.
Science Castle
WITHOUT a doubt, our couches had been
enclosed by four walls when we fell asleep.
What miracle was this? We were lying in
an open space with only some green shrubbery between us and the wide plaza on one side, and walks
and gardens on the other three. Children were romping in the plaza, evidently laughing and shoutmg,
yet their voices came to us but faintly.
"I suppose we're not dreaming," said the Proîessor. He got up and took a few steps. forward ;
then came to an abrupt hait. "This is very odd,"
he said ; and even as he spoke, the four walls magically enclosed us, the Professer standing with his face
against one of them.
"Good morning," said a laughing voice.
I forgot your room was to be left opaque and turned on
the ray."
.
It was the handsome youth who had questioned us
the day before.
"The ray?" asked the Professor.
"Oh. I forgot!" exclaimed the youth. "Everything is probably strange to you. '1 he ray is what
makes the walls transparent, so that one can look
through them."
"But what is it ?"
The youth looked puzzled. "Why I don't know
that I can tell you, offhand." He scratched his head
in perplexity. "1 guess it's like electricity used to be.
Thousands of people turned it on every day, but
nobody could tell you what it was."
We dressed ourselves in whfte trousers and soft
tunics of a fair fit and followed him to a central
dining room. It was strange to walk through what
was undoubtedly the corridor of a large building and
yet never be certain whether one were indoors or ont.
Two or three hundred people were breakfasting in
this central room and I noticed that they seemed to
be a mingling of ail races. There were some with
the slanted eyes and yellow skin of the Chinese ;
others, plainly, had more than a drop of negro blood
in their veins ; yet ail were mingling with their white
companions'on terms of perfect equality. In Science
Castle. I was to learn later, no distinction was made
as to race or color. Among the early inhabitants had
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been numbered Japanese, Negroes, and Chinese, as
well as whites. A common foe, a common vital
danger had served to weld the varions strains together. "Race and color antagowisms," a Scientian
told us, "would have proved fatal to the small community. Of necessity a mingling of races took
place. My grand father was a negro. The girl who
rescued you lias Chinese blood in lier veins. \\ hatever différences existed among our people in the
earlj' days lias been ironed ont by centuries of a common culture and environment." But I am anticipating.
Breakfast consisted of fruit, cereal, scrambled
eggs, and milk, and we served ourselves cafétéria
fashion. After eating, we repaired to the plaza
where several hundred people were gathered, seated
on the grass or on rustic benches. Seats were given
us on what was evidently the raised platform of a
speaker's rostrum. The tall, elderly man who had
spoken for our welfare the night before, received
us kindly.
"My name," he said, "is Soltano, Director of
Science in Science Castle. I am speaking for my
companions as well as for myself when I assure you
that you are welcome to our home and refuge, and
need fear no harm. However, you must realize that
it lias been centuries since strangers like yourselves
have entered Science Castle, and understand that
your reseue and coming has caused us untold amazernent. Now that you arc clothed and shaved. we
readily perceive you to be, not beast men, but civilized
beings like ourselves. Yet are we puzzled as to
whence you could have corne."
The Professor replied courteously: "My companion and myself thank you for your kindnesses to
us and gratefully rcceive your assurances of future
asylum and safety. A little of your curiosity, I can
understand, and shall do my best to satisfy it."
He had raised his voice so that the words might
carry to the people below.
"There is no need to pitch your voice above its
ordinary key," explained Soltano. "This rostrum is
really an instrument which broadeasts and magnifies
it. Everyone—even those of us who are employed
elsewhere—will pick up what you say by means of
ear-phones."
I noticed, then, that the attentive people in the
plaza were holding round devices tô their ears and
ceased wondering how some of them, leaning on the
parapet two hundred yards away, expected to hear.
"Splendid," said the Professor. "Some sort of an
amplifying. radio machine, I see." He beamed on
Soltano. "I merely talk to you, is that it? and ail
will hear." For a moment I thought he was going to
interrupt the interview long enough to examine the
platform; but if he wanted to do so, he conquered
the temptation. "My name," he said, ''is John
Reubens, late Professor of Physics at the University
of California, and this lad here is Raymond Bent, my
secretary. We are Time Travellers."
"Time Travellers !" echoed Soltano.
"Yes," replied the Professor, "from the year 1926.
This means, of course, that we have corne five centuries and a quarter ont of the past."
There was a stir in the crowd below. Soltano
looked amazed, as well he might. "1 his is a strange
thing you are telling us. John Reubens," he said at
last, "and well-nigh incredible. Much sîmpler would
it be to believe that you had managed to corne over
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the sea from Europe or from Asia. Never have we
listened to such a taie before."
"Nor anybody else," replied the Professer with
dignity, "as we are the first human beings ever to
make such a trip."
"And how did you come?"
"By means of a Time Machine, the remains of
which lie rotting on the spot where the Master Ants
discoyered us."' He then proceeded to tell of the
building of the Time Machine, of our incredible
rush through space and of our awakening in another
âge. Then he told of our subséquent capture by, and
expériences with, the insects. When he had finished,
excited talking and gesturing broke out among the
people below.
Evidently there were doubting
'I homases among them, who discounted our story.
But the Professer was not disturbed.
"If you are amazed at what I have told you," he
said, "how much more amazed are my companion
and myself to find ourselves in a future where ants
ride men as steeds and human beings live penned in
such a castle as this. Such a state of affairs was not
even dreamed of when we left our own day and âge.
Naturally we are curions to learn how it has come
about."
historians are not quite clear as to that,"
replied Soltano. "If you came through time
from 1926, then you left your period nine years before the ants began their attack on mankind. It was
in 1935 that fhe papers printed news of a queer happening in South America. Natives came fleeing
from the jungles with stories of how the white ants
were eating everything up in the forests—even men !
In the United States no one paid much attention to
the news. The world, at that time, was in a state of
political unrest and the government and people were
watching Europe and building up a great air force,
they were too busy to give heed to preposterous
yarns emanatihg from Latin America. A year later
the newspapers again flamed into headlines with news
from Argentina, Peru, and Brazil. Small towns in
the interior of these countries were being devastated.
It had always been known that termites would destroy things carelessly left exposed in the fields or
jungles; but now they were eating up brick and
stone. Buildings collapsed at the touch of a hand.
Men woke and turned to wake a sleeping companion
who dissolved into dust at a pressure. Sunday suppléments carried lurid stories and sensational pictures for the édification of their readers. Then ail
such nonsense was swept into oblivion by the fact
that Poland declared war on Lithuania, Russia
moved to intervene, and Italy and France came to
death-grips for five bloody years. In the United
States ensued what were called prospérons times.
Munition factories provided well-paid work for
thousands of workers and made millions of dollars
for hundreds of millionaires. Everybody was busily
employed and had no time to think of crazy happenings reported from crazier spiggoty republics. Only
a few scientists from the Smithsonian and other institutes went down to South America to investigate
and wrote back long reports which were read with
foreboding by a few learned men and ignored by
everybody else. The papers they wrote—the records
of those days—are preserved in our library."
"But the Master Ants," asked the Professer,
"where did they come from, and how did they overwhelm the United States?"

Soltano waved his hand. "1 am coming to that.
The Master Ants were first noticed six years after
the déprédations of the white ants commenced. How
they came nobody knows. Only in the nests of the
termites, in the little galleries and chambers underground, something stupendous was taking place,
something fraught with disaster for the human race.
During thousands of years the white ants had undoubtedly been changing, evolving, acquiring, God
only knows, what knowledge. It is ail spéculation, of
course, but you doubtless recollect how the bees, by
feeding their larvae différent foods, will produce at
will a queen, a drone, or a worker. Well, the white
ants had discovered how to make such food—and
to feed it to their larvae. At any rate, the Master
Ants appeared. No one had ever seen them before.
They swarmed down from the jungles by the hundreds of thousands, and wherever they went the people were stricken and fell in the fields and the streets.
We now know that the termites bit them, injecting a
subtle poison into their Systems which induced a
species of paralysis; but at the time it was only
known that of every three that fell, two were devoured, and that the third one recovered, stupid,
beast-like, to become the créature of the Master
Ants. In vain the southern republics sent their
soldiers to battle the insects. Guns crumbled to pièces
in their hands. Armies lay on the ground to bivouac
and only one soldier out of every three ever rose
again—and he rose to bear an ant on his shoulders
and chase his fleeing countrymen. Panic spread.
Natives fîed to the seashore and put to sea in ail
kinds of unseaworthy crafts—only to drown by the
thousands. When the Master Ants finally occupied
the crumbling ruins of Rio de Janeiro, the whole
world was forced to realize that something terrible
was happening in South America; and when fifteen
years later, ail South America having come under
their sway, the termites were reported to be making
inroads on the Canal Zone, a feeling of uneasiness
swept through the people of the United States. Still
it seemed impossible that the mighty northern nation
could be invaded and flouted by such an insignificant
thing as an ant. Newspapers ran articles written by
government experts, pointing out how absurd it was
to even entertain the thought. South America had
succumbed, said the experts, because she had been a
tropical wilderness without proper chemical defense.
Elaborate plans were drawn up, showing how the
border states were protected from invasion by Systems of pipes and sprays; showing how fleets of
airship were prepared to drop tons of chemicals and
explosives. Only the scientists who had studied the
tactics and methods of the ants knew how futile
these préparations were; but they and their suggestions were ignored by the petty politicians and
mneompoops who were directing the affairs of the
country."
Soltano paused. I stared at him, wide-eyed.
"And the ants came," breathed the Professor.
"Yes, the ants came. Millions of them were killed
with explosives, with gases and poisonous chemicals,
but their numbers seemed as exhaustless as the sands
on the seashore. In the space of a year they ate up
the pipes and put the sprays out of commission. But
you will have to read the history of those times for
a more detailed account. Then you will learn how
the United States soldiers marched against the invaders and met the same fate as had previously befallen the armed forces of South America and Mex-
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ico. The scientists had suggested that the soldiers go
mailed in a composite métal they had made frohî the
hlend of three other metals, comprehensive experiments having shown it to be the only substance the
ants could not devour. Guns, pipes, everything possible, they said, should be protected vvith a casing of
this métal. No one paid any attention to them. Rebuffed, a grbup of them interested fmancial backing
and retired to this hill. Here they congregated machines and workers and started building the castle
you now sce. It was intended at first for an observation base, mbrely; an outpost, as it were, from which
to spy on and study the habits of the insects. But as
the years passed, and it become increasingly clear
that the country was doomed, the place became
thought of as a permanent home and refuge. Commenced in 1955, it was not finished until the year
2000. For some reason the ants were. comparatively
speaking, slow in infesting North America. Perhaps the cooler climate had something to do with this.
For instance, they swept through south Texas and
ail of the southern states before they fared further
north. When their coming finally drove the inhabitants of this vicinity panic stricken before them, the
scientists—those of them who still lived—entered
the Castle, accompained by the workers and their
families, and we, wfiom you see today, are their
descendents."
"But the rest of the people !" cried the Professer.
"What became of them?"
"They went crazy with fear," replied Soltano.
"For fifty years the United States was increasingly
the habitat of terrified mobs. The économie life of
the country became disrupted. Citizens, white and
black, fled from the southern states and added to the
congested panic of northern cities. Famine raised
its gaunt head ; crime became prévalent. Hundreds
of thousands died of hunger, of disease épidémies.
Those who could beg, borrow or steal a passage
abroad, fled to Europe, to Asia. Out of what was
estimated to be a population of a hunderd and twenty
millions in 1935, only seven millions were living in
America when the ants turned north."
"And now?" asked the Professer.
"In the whole western hemisphere there are probably a few hundred thousand beast men bred by the
Blaster Ants for food and transportation."
1 stared at the Professer with horror. Only yesterday, it seemed, we had left a populous, thriving
America. Great industrial cities had sent their smoke
and ash into the sky ; giant locomotives had carried
thousands of people on two ribbons of stecl over
thousands of miles of country ; and now . . . now
. . . it was ail as if it had never been. Could it be
possible that five hundred years had dissipated an
empire? Five hundred years!
"Corne," said Soltano ; "enough of such matters
for the nonce. You will Jearn more of us as the days
pass, as you become better acquainted with us individually."
He led the way down into the plaza where we were
immediately surrounded by the crowd and warmly
greeted.
Soltano Tells of the Progress and Danger
of the Age
WHEN I stepped down from the rostrum on
that first day in Science Castle. it was to
meet the girl who had rescued the Professer
and myself from the Master Ants. lier name was
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Theda. If anything, she looked more beautiful than
she did the day before.
"You bave gone through much danger, Raymond,"
she said shyly.
"It was vvorth it, if it brought me to you," I replied ; and meant it.
She did not seem displeased.
"It is the hour for bathing. Let us go to the pool."
I looked around for the Professor; but he was
walking away with a group of elderly Scientians,
who were evidently bent on entertaining him.
"Very well," I said.
The pool was an artificial pond perhaps fifty yards
.square. I phmged after her into the pool. When I
drew myself, panting, out of the water at the other
end of the pond, it was to fincl myself sprawling beside the handsome lad who had cal led me to breakfast. His name, I learned, was Servus, and he was
Theda's twin brother. Their parents, he informed
me, were both dead. Theda and he were enthralled
with my accounts of the life and customs of 1926.
By the time we were ready to dress for lunch, the
three of us were firm friends.
In the days that followed, I learned a great deal
about Science Castle and its inhabitants.
With
Theda and Servus I walked the parapets which
circled the roof of the Castle and looked down the
steep sides that fell a sheer eig'ht hundred feet before
they touchée! earth. From the foot of the Castle, the
hill sloped away. To the east, as far as the eye could
see, stretched a level waste ; and to the north'west lay
a range of somber hills. On the plain, twenty-five
hundred feet below, grew nothing green. The sight
reminded me of something about which I had wondered more than once.
'//low do you get water?" I asked Servus.
"In the early days," he replied, "we relied on
wells, boring as deep as four thousand feet; but two
hundred years ago they began to fail us. There was
a terrible time, I believe, when we were faced with
a water famine. Efforts were made to bring water
from distant lakes, but without success. Then just
in t'ine, our chemists discovered how to make water."
"Make water!" I exclaimed.
"Yes, from hydrogen and oxygen, you know. Now
ail the water we use is manufactured and stored in
great tanks far down in the depths of the Castle,
from whence it is raised by means of force pumps."
"Wonderful," T said, marveling at such ingenuity.
But wonderful things were what one learned to expect at Science Castle. For instance, the Professor
and I were invited one day to be présent at a history
review to be given to the children of the Castle. The
walls of the classrooms were made transparent by
means of the ray and there was ail the illusion o'f
béing outdoors. Highly perfected projecting devices
showed moving pictures depicting the building of
the Castle. It made me gasp with awe when I
reahzed that the opening reels of this stupendous
pteture had been taken five hundred and fifteen years
before. One saw the motor caravan of scientists and
workers coming to the hill and watched breathlèssly
as the earth was broken by great steam-shovels. One
saw the vast walls of the Castle growing upward
foot by foot, and finally the finished structure being
furnished and stored with ail the myriad inventions
and devices of the twentieth and t'wenty-first centuries. In the same manner we were shown how the
Castle was enlarged in 2075. Workers sheathed in
protecting métal armor labbred to raise walls. When
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these walls were finished and floors installed, they
were scoured with flaming rays which hardened the
métal and destroyed whatever insect life might bave
gotten inside them. So inch by inch we watched the
pictnred story of how the Castle had grown to its
présent proportions.
"Some nioving picture," I breathed to the Professer. "What a knockout that would be for Cecil
B. DeMille! Did you notice the scene where the
panic stricken people rushed by pursued by the
ants?" I shuddered.
"And the one where the
scientists and workers were hoisted up the walls into
the Castle? What I can't understand is why the
ants couldn't have swarmed over the walls and wiped
everyone of them ont."
Soltano overheard me. "Because," lie replied, "the
walls were electrified. Nothing could have lived on
them after the current was turned on."
About a week after this the Professer and I were
taken into the body of the Castle proper. Far down
under the fairy-like buildings and blooming gardens
on its roof, were the machine-shops, the Laboratories
which made possible the pulsing life above. Here
we saw great dynamos and whirring machines at
whose functions I could not even guess. In one vast
room men were putting the finishing touches to what
were evidently a number of airships; in another,
workers were manufacturing crude oils and thick
greases. Whole floors were given over to expérimental and research work of too complicatcd a nature for me to attempt to describe. The Professor
was enthralled. Pie was in his élément here and
hated to go on.
"What do you do for métal ?" he asked suddenly.
"Iron, tin, zinc?"
"Plemmed in as we are," replied Soltano, "suffîcient métal lias always been difficult to obtain.
Plowever, we have managed it. A great deal of our
tanks, wheels, shafts, and so forth, are made from
pulp, from trees grown in the gardens above, and
even from vegetable tops, leaves and vines which,
treated by a chemical process we have discovered,
serve our purpose very well. Iron is the one métal,
however, for which we must mine. In those hills
north-west of us are old mines which we still work
when ore is needed. The work is hard and dangerous. The men engaged at it must go clothed in protecting métal and be constantly prolected with flaming rays. However, some day when ore is needed,
you may go with us in the airships and see the whole
process for yourself."
He dismissed the subject hastily, evidently having
something of further interest to show us.
"That," he said, pointing to great métal tanks and
a mass of complicated pipes and whirring wheels,
"is where the water is made."
He pressed a button. The walls surrounding us
became transparent, and looking out we could see
the brown slope of the hill. Suddenly I focussed
my gaze. About twenty feet from where we stood
was a small mound. Something behind it stirred.
I caught a glimpse of a metallic body, of waving
antennae. "Yes," said Soltano, "it is a'Mister Ant;
they are ail around us. But I did not bring you down
to show you them; I am going to show you something far more deadly." He guided us into a large
lift. "Under us. the foundations of the Castle sink
into the ground for a hundred feet. It is where we
manufacture the composite métal when needed." The
lift sank silently into blackness; the noise of clanging

machinery above grew fainter, seemed farther away,
almost ceased. We stepped forth into a wilderness
of massive columns. Soltano pressed the now familiar button and the walls faded. We could see the
black earth beyond them, and even, it seemed, a foot
or two into it. Something gray out there was moving and turning along little runways and tunnels.
Millions and millions of tiny things were ceaselessly
burrowing and gnawing. For a moment 1 did not
understand, then Soltano spoke and enlightenment
came to me. There were the termites—the white
ants.
EHOLD the enemies we fight," said Soltano
Jj solemnly. "The insects out there are far
more dangerous to us than the Master Ants, whose
creators they are. Those termites are seeking to
demolish the very foundations on which the castle
rests by eating away the earth from under them."
I feh the gooseflesh rise on my skin.
" I hree times in the last one hundred years have
we had to sink our foundations further into the
earth. Originally, this basement was only fifty feet
deep. Now it is a hundred. In a few years it will
be more than that."
' But good God !" I cried; "can't you do something
to stop them?"
He shrugged his shoulders. "So far—.no ! However, our chemists, our varions scientists, are busy
expenmenting night and day. It is hoped that we
may perfect a poison, a ray that will kill them off,
prevent them from coming near the castle walls."
"And if you cannot?" asked the Professor.
"If we cannot," replied Soltano; "then some day
..." Ile made a fatal gesture with his hand.
I thought of the busy, joyful life far above, of the
green gardens and the laughing women and children.
I thought of Theda, and I suddenly realized how
much she had grown to mean to me.
Professor," I said that night when we had retired to our room, "with ail those machines and tools
at your command, couldn't you make another Time
Machine?"
"I possibly could," replied the Professor.
"Then why don't you?"
"Perhaps I shall. Soltano lias promised to put a
laboratory at my disposai, you know."
Much relieved, I turned away. Here was a way
out for Theda and myself. I fell asleep and dreamed
I had taken lier back on a time machine to 1926 and
was showing lier the University campus and pointing
out the time on the campanile clock. At break fast,
Theda stood behind the counter and filled my tray
with cereal, fruit, toast and eggs. That was one
thmg I had early noticed: there were no idlcrs
tolerated in Science Castle. Ali worked at something
use fui. One week Servus, for instance, washed
dishes three hours a day ; the next he would be tending to the vegetable gardens ; bringing in the fresh
heads of cabbage and lettuce, gathering the firm, red
carrots, or digging potatoes. At my own request, I
was given such work. I was amazed at the fertility
of those gardens, amazed that fruit trees would grow
at ail under such conditions.
"Is the soil renewed very often?" I asked Servus.
He shook his head. "It is never renewed."
"Then you must have good fertilizers ?"
"We have—electricity."
"Electricity !" I exclaimed.
"Why, yes. Taken from the air by means of
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magnetism. But you shouldn't marvel at that so
niuch. Didn't a German engineer do as much in
your day? But whereas he got two crops from
sandy soil, we get seven."
So it went. I had noticed no animais of any sort
in Science Castle, not even cows, yet there was no
lack of eggs, butter, milk or meat. Servus agam explained the mystery. "Milk is made from turnips
and potatoes," he explained. "1 believed a man
named Ford did that in 1926. Eggs and meat are
manufactured synthetically." He went into techmcal
détails which there is no need to set down here.
Truly a wonderful place, this Science Castle. It
was difficult to realize that its brilliant inhabitants
were chained to a hill-top by insects which for centuries had been man's hopeless inferiors. But were
they so chained ! Hadn't Theda rescued the Professer and me by means of an aircraft ? And hadn't
Soltano shown us others in the process of being
built? And hadn't we been invitcd to takc tnps m
them ? One night while I sat with lier on the parapet
in the moonlight, I asked Theda about it.
Yes,
she replied, "we have air vessels; but save for mining ore they do not do us much good."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Because outside of Science Castle there is hardly
a spot they dare land."
"But there is Europe and Asia," I exclaimed.
"Perhaps the ants do not control there."
"On the average of once in every ten years," she
replied, "expéditions have left here for over the
seas—and never returned. My father commanded
the last aircraft to attempt the flight. That was five
years ago," she added softly. I pressed her hand.
"But they seem to he wonderfully well-controlled
machines," I said. "What drives them ?"
"Radio power. Waves are sent from a controlling
ccnter in the Castle here and received by a device
incorporated in the airships themselves. Complété
control of the machine is invested in the driver by
means of a lever which oprates a very simple mechanical arrangement. For a radius of several hundred miles, and in fair weather, the aircrafts are absolutely safe and easily handled. Many of us use
them for pleasure rides. But beyond that—" She
shook her head. "Perhaps atmospheric conditions
interféré with the waves when sent over too great a
distance; perhaps the receiying apparatus fails to
operate beyond a certain point, though theoretically
they should pick up power waves four thousand miles
from the sending station. Ail we know, however,
is that those who venture too far—vanish. Perhaps
they fall into the sea and are drowned. Or worse
still, on the plains, and the Master Ants. . . ." Fier
voice shivered to silence. For comfort against a
black spectre which took on the hideous form of an
insect, we drew together.
"Theda," I said unsteadily. "O Theda! Would
you . . . will you . . ."
In answer she kissed me.
The Master Ants Take to the Air
UNDER the thin métal roof which is ail that
shuts away from us the hordes of conquering
ants, I am seated, putting the finishing touches
to this manuscript. Of the terrible catastrophe which
has occurred. I can hardly write. We were standing
one day by the parapet when a young Scientian who
had gone on a pleasure spin, planed down from the
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sky and landed on the plaza. His face was ashengrey.
"What is it?" demanded Soltano sharply.
"The ants!" gasped the breathless youth. "The
ants have taken to the air !"
"To the air! What do you mean?"
"That they have mounted the backs of insects, of
wasps a yard long, and are flying !"
Instantly the Castle was in an uproar. From every
direction the Scientians came rushing ; from the
depths of the Castle, from the gardens and the pool.
They assembled irf the plaza and listened to the taie
the youth had to tell. Attracted by strange activities
among the mounds, he had flown nearer the ground
than usual, when great insects had spread gossamer
wings and pursued him. Fortunately, the speed of
the airship had outdistanced them, though at first
it had been a close chase ! When he finished speaking, Soltano mounted the rostrum and addressed the
gathering.
"Fellow Scientians," he said, "if what we have
just heard be true, then Science Castle is in immédiate and grave danger. You will remember that we
have often discussed the possibility of an alliance between the Master Ants and other insects. Now it
seems they have enslaved or enlisted a winged insect,
probably of the bee family. Not only that, they have
evidently fed them with spécial foods until monsters, capable of bearing a Master Ant aloft have
been produced. Sooner or later we shall be attacked.
The great cone must be manned at once ; the chemical
pumps made ready. Let everyone hasten to his post,
for we are facing the gravest crisis in our history."
I stared at the Professer with fear. He stared
back at me grimly.
"What do you think?" I asked with dry lips.
"That the situation is desperate."
"But the ray cônes, the acids !"
"My boy," he said solemnly, "if those insects have
really taken to the air, then God help us !"
I sank nervelessly into a seat; then sprang iip
again as the remembrance of something sent a thrill
of hope through my heart.
"The Time Machine !" I cried. "Surely you have
finished it by this time!"
The Professer nodded. "Yes," he said, "it is
ready."
"Then we can make our escape by means of it."
Fie looked at me pityingly. "Fm afraid not."
"What's the matter with it?"
"Nothing. Only you forget something."
"Forget what?"
"How we aged when we travelled in it before."
"Well !"
"Don't you see? It would have the same effect
on us again."
For a moment I did not understand ; then the appalling truth staggered me like a boit from the blue.
The Professer read the dawning compréhension on
my face.
"Yes," he said slowly, "yes. If âge is caused by
the action of environment, then the same friction
would be encountered by the body whether it traveled
forward in time or backward. In returning to 1926,
we would be subjected to the same résistance, the
same wear and tear, as we were in coming from it.
That would mean annihilation for me, death. For
yourself and Theda, would it be much better? You
could expect to find yourself an old man of eighty
{Contlmied on page 178)
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ARKHAM slept. What could be more
So he pigeon-holed the plan and drawings, excommonplace than this nightly respite
pressing the fervent hope that the vision of the
from worried and worrying consciousidéal might occur to him before the day, two weoks
ness, during which the nerves and conaway, when the plans would have to be submitted.
stitution and muscles, exhausted by the
He had intended to spend the afternoon of that
work of the day are permitted to generate new
day at a library, examining certain scientific and
power and vigor for the work of the day to come?
technical magazines, as well as catalogues, for new
And yet it is the very nature of this particular
household devices and labor saving machinery which
sleep, that troubles Markham, and will continue to
he would be able to incorporate into his future
houses. He found several interesting ideas, but was
trouble him for the rest of his life. He is as visionary as ever, but due to the sleep, or perhaps to the
soon bored and strolled into a cinéma house. It
disillusionment which followed it, he no longer
was just his fortune to witness some fantasy that
bores everyone by trying to put his visions into
attempted to portray the city of the future. He could
practice, or by explaining how they could be so put.
not help smiling, as he walked out of the theater
Very seldom now does he allow his dreams to come
and whenever he thought of the coincidence during
to the surface, but when he does nobody can deny
supper. In the evening, he planted himself in the
that he cuts a truly admirable figure.
most comfortable armehair in his study, and, fortiTo begin with, Markham is somewhat of an archified by his pipe, prepared to enjoy an hour or two
tect, considérable of an architect, if we are to judge
of reading. Not until he had opened the book did
by his success. He specializes in the hollow square
he notice that it was a pseudo-scientific novel by
and coopérative types of large apartment houses,
Verne, or Wells, or one of that class. And then he
but at the same time, if some wealthy faddist or
threw his head back and indulged in a long, hearty
nouveau riche desires a résidence of radical design,
laugh.
embodying ail known mechanical conveniences, and
His burst of mirth over, Markham felt that in
many that are not known as yet, he cornes to Markview of the nature of his activities that day, he would
ham. The worst of it is that his friends and fellow
rather not read that type of book, lest he develop
architects scem to imagine that it is not latent genius
what he feared most, a "one-track" mind. He was
that is responsible for his successcs, but rather sutired, however, and very comfortable, and the smoke
perior practical ability; that he got this ability by
of his pipe was beginning to form fascinating spirals
industrious application, and ail that sort of thing,
in the air. The reader may recall a time when he
at school. Markham must realize how futile it would
was in a similar situation. Nevertheless, he finally
be to attempt to assail this conspiracy of thought, and
persuaded himself that the book was no worsc, or
his présent policy of reticence is perhaps the best he
less désirable at that moment, than any other book.
could observe under the circumstances.
So he commenced to read.
The day in particular had been a trying one for
Wc are to assume that at some point in his reading
him, and had held what, he maintains, was a pecuthe print on the pages before him seemed to jumble
liar sériés of coïncidences. First of ail, he had spent
together into a heap, and the pipe somehow slipped
the whole morning in preparing his entry in the
through his lips, and his eyelids acquired the weight
$10,000 "City Beautiful" contest that was being conof lead. His sense of time, his consciousness, everyducted jointly by several newspapers, two magazines,
thing, became hazy. He sensed that he was falling
and a department store. The contest was to déterasleep. But he was not aware of any subséquent
miné the best plan for an idéal city on the site of
blankness. He seemed to regain full consciousness
New York.
Nothing, of course, could be done
almost immediately.
about removing the one that was already there, but
a comparison of the actual city with the idéal one
HE was in a queer little room. It seemed to be
would arouse considérable interest and bring much
an eight-foot cube, the hollow interior of the
publicity to ail parties concerned. Furthermore,
building block of some Brobdignagian infant. But
there were vague rumors that the Board of Estimate
while it was indeed eight feet in ail three dimenand Apportionment had
sions, it could hardly be
more than a passing inter~
called a cube, for the walls
est in the matter, and that
melted into one another
yf NY new thought that cornes along that shows us
if the winning plan apand into the floor and ceilyl what will happen hundreds of years hence, is always
pealed to it, it might take
greeted with acclaim by the true scieiilifiction fan. Our
ing in smooth curves that
new author présents us with suc h a situation in a novel
p r i m a r y steps toward
appealed to Markham's ardress, and at the same time, you will find that there is
moulding little old New
chitectural nature. There
plenty of new scientificlion in this interesting story.
York into the idéal city.
was not an angle in the
At any rate, Markham
place. Against one wall
had reacted to the contest
was a neat little métal cot
as a cat reacts to the smell of fish. He had set his
with a peculiar mattress which, he found by testing,
fertile brain to work, and finally had evolved what
was simply an inflated rubber pad tucked inside of an
he considered the idéal plan. But at the same time,
immaculate white sheet. That was the sum total
as he later revealed, there was an undercurrent of
of bed clothing. He was quick to surmise that as
suspicion that told him that this was not at ail his
there were no coverings, warmth must be supplied
idéal plan ; that it was merely the best his brain
in some other manner. He looked about him again,
could do under pressure ; that at any time of the
and was amazed to find that there were no heating
day or night there might leap to his cerebellum, when
device and no windpws. With a scientific eye, he
looked toward the bottom of the walls, and as he
he least expected it, a vision of the idéal city, and
that this city would be a thousandfold better than
expected, he found, about eight inchcs above the
level of the floor, a tiny row of holes extending ail
the one he had produced.
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around the room. Putting his hand to one, he felt
a stream of warm, fresh air pouring silently and
steadily into the room. He saw another row of
holes an equal distance from the ceiling, and knew
these to be for the exit of the exhausted and overheated air that rose to the top of the room. He also
saw a hemisphere of frosted glass that looked as
if it had bèen cemented into the ceiling, from which
soft light streamed outward and downward.
He began to think about getting ont, and looked
for a door. There it was, entirely of métal and
without panels. Its bottom formed the only break
in the curve of the floor into the wall, but even so,
wherever corners occurred, thyy had been beautifully
rounded ofF. He approached. There were no visible
hinges and no handle. Only a thin stream of light
along the to]), bottom, and left side told that it was
a-door at ail. He pushed against it and it yielded.
In a moment he had passed through, and it swung
quickly hack to its original position.
Markham glanced rapidly about and took in the
features of the room he now found himself in. It
was considerably larger than the chamber he had
just left, and there was the same lack of rightangled corners. Up above were hemispherical illuminators, but these were not lit. Great floods of
sunlight were pouring into the room through a single
glass pane that formed almost the entire wall on
his left. It took Markham little time to see that the
glass was quartz, giving free access to the ailimportant ultra-violet rays. The wall opposite him,
as well as the one through which he had come, held
several of the queer hingeless, knobless doors. To
his right
Funny that he had not noticed him before. There,
behind a long, narrow flat-topped desk sat a man,
regarding him interestedly with sympathetic blue
eyes. He was leaning on the desk with both elbows,
a pen in his right hand. On his left was a file tray,
on his right several rows of buttons and electric
bulbs. But it was the clothing of the man behind
the desk that first made Markham doubt that this
experience was anything more than a casual dream
of a super-modern hôtel.
There were two visible garments. The inner was
almost skintight, and apparently combined warmth
with freedom of motion. The outer was a sort of
loose cloak, that combined dignity with modesty.
Both were dark blue in color, with a thin yellow
braid running along the edges. The man's feet were
visible beneath the desk, and at sight of them, Markham was compelled to display astonishment. They
were encased in high-arched, open sandals, and the
feet were not the corned, bunioned products of our
civilization, but a shapely pair that could have served
as models for the feet of a sculptured Apollo. Yet
their possessor was apparently well past middle âge.
There was silence for several minutes. The man
at the desk, doubtlessly some sort of officiai, was
unperturbed and seemed to have the situation well
in hand, while Markham was so utterly astounded
that he could not think of what to say or to ask first.
At last the officiai dropped his gaze and pushed one
of the buttons to his right on the desk. The bulb
beside it flashed, and he picked up from its métal
holder a black, round . object that looked like an
earphbne. He put this to his ear and listened for
a moment, then applied it to his lips. "A guide,"
he said. That was ail, and he replaced the tiny

phone in its holder. There was a click and the light
in the bulb disappeared. The man resumed his writing as if Markham no longer existed.
Behind the officiai and to his left was a double
door. Through this, a moment later, came a handsome young man, clad exactly like the officiai, but
with a blue braid instead of the yellow. The older
man looked up at him and smiled.
"You again, John?"
"Yes, sir," was the reply. "But I don't mind. It's
intcresting work."
The officiai resumed his writing and the young
man turned to Markham. "Could you come with
me, sir?"
Markham followed him out through the double
door, and found himself in an immense corridor
that was ail of thirty feet in width. About one
hundred feet to their left, the passage ended in a
right angled turn, but on the right it extended for
almost as far as the eye could see. It was well lit
by those frosted glass illuminators. The side from
which they had emerged was lined with double doors,
but on the opposite side, Markham was surprised
to see the glass display-windows of shops, a long
row of them. As they walked silently along, they
passed many people who were clad in garments
similar to those of the officiai and of the guide, but
an undecorated black in color. These eyinced only
a slight interest in the unusual clothing of the
stranger. The latter, fascinated by the novel advertisements and the size of the shops (each one was
three fîmes as large as the average store he had
known), noted that no two were alike as to product.
One displayed canned, boxed, and bottled food exclusively, another fresh groceries and vegetables, a
third.stationery supplies, and so on. Markham wondered if the business world had finally reached a
millenium and eliminated compétition.
They passed through a single door, différent in
color from the others, ascended a short flight of
steps, and emerged through another door upon a
beautiful terrace, formed by a set-back in the building. The set-back was evenly fifty feet wide. The
innermost ten feet formed a walk. The payement,
Markham noticed, was the same as that of the interior, a black substance that must have been poured
out in a liquid state, and seemed to yield to the step.
The outer forty feet of the set-back was a beautiful
belt of grass, flower beds, and small shrubbery.
The guide reduced the pace to that of a stroll.
"By your clothing I judge you to be of the early
twentieth century," he ventured.
"The succession of wonders and novelties had
beaten upon Markham with the remorseless précision of a tri]) hammer. Now he sensed a momentary let-up, and a flood of questions occurred to him.
'T am, as you put it," he replied to the guide, "of
the early twentieth century. But where, or when,
am I now, and how did I get here?"
"This is New York, in the late part of the twentyfirst century. You are what, is known here, as a
'visitor'."
"Undoubtedly," said Markham, with a slight attempt at sarcasm. "I could hardly call myself a
native of this place, even if I zvas boni on
Manhattan."
The guide laughed, good naturedly. "What I
meant," he explained, seriously, "is that you are of
an entirely différent period of time, or rather, of
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history, for wc are coming to doubt more and more
that there is such a thing as time. How you were
brought here—well, the advanced psychologists ànd
hypnotists of our collèges bave been very successful
in their recent experiments. They think nothing of
yanking ont of the so-called past some person whose
consciousness is en rapport with their united concentrations. Of late they do it not through any
scientifîc interest but just for the practice, as a prank
you might say ; your case for instance."
This thought set Markham's brain reeling. There
was something in the guide's tone that discouraged
him from pursuing the matter. He dared not try to
pursue it ; he felt that he would go insane if he did.
He thought of the situation of a psychologist who
is anxious to know the mental reactions of a man
falling from a cliff and yet does not care to make
the experiment personally.
It was ail too bizarre. He naust not question anything ; he must take everything for granted. He
turned to the guide. "What is your name," he
asked. "It will be more convenient to know."
"My name is John Warren, 12-C-6."
Markham was aghast. "What!" he exlaimed,
"lias mankind corne to the number and filing-case
stage so soon?"
"Not at ail," was the laughing reply. "That is
simply for purposes of mail and communication.
The 12 means that my building is in the twelfth
row from the south ; the C means that it is the third
row from the west; the 6 means that out of ail the
families named Warren in building 12-C, mine is
considered Number 6."
"You spoke," said Markham, "or 'ail the families
named Warren,' and you have given a peculiar significance to the word 'building.'. Is it that families
of similar names are confined to separate houses?"
"Why, no. There are upwards of ten thousand
people to a building, you know, and there are bound
to be several familes of the same. . .
"Upwards of ten thousand people! What kind
of buildings have you here?"
Warren smiled indulgently. "That will corne
later," he said.
AU this time they had been following the same
path. Now a low murmur seemed to be flowing up
over the set-back from below. They neared a spot
where a tiny walk led to a sort of fenced platform
that overhung the edge of the flowery terrace. This
they entered, and the guide invited Markham to
look over the edge.
Wonders and wonders! It took the man from
the twentieth century several minutes to grasp ail
that he saw.
Two hundred feet away was another building, a
gigantic affair a quarter of a mile in length. There
was a set-back on the same level as the one on which
were Markham and his guide, and the former quickly
assumed that the two structures were identical. The
set-backs were above the fifteenth stories, and the
buildings towered up for another ten stories.
Twenty-five altogether. Not so much, Markham
thought. Visionaries of his time had predicted. édifices of a hundred stories and more ; but these
seemed to go in more for length, and perhaps for
width.
He looked downward. At the street level the
width of two hundred feet had been divided into a
central band of one hundred feet and two outside

173

bands of fifty feet each. The central portion was
merely a great promenade, paved with the universal
black substance that seemed to absorb the sunlight,
rather than to reflect it back into the eyes. At intervais there were gigantic kiosks, leading probably to
the buildings on either side. The flanking bands
consisted of five endless moving platforms, each
ten feet in width. The speed of these platforms
increased with their distance from the promenade,
so that the two outer ones moved at approximately
twenty-five miles an hour. There were collapsible
métal benches on the bands, while passage from one
to another was facilitated by means of occasional
hand-rails.
The scene was strangely familiar. The solution
leaped to Markham's brain ail at once.
"Why !" he cried, "such a street as this was described by a writer of my time!"*
"Then he was a prophet," said Warren, calmly.
"It is not so easy to prophesy the inévitable."
"But," Markham continuée!, not having caught the
guide's last remark, "he mentioned, I believe, streets
a hundred yards in width and ten moving platforms
in each direction, while you have here only five.
Nevertheless the coïncidence is . . ."
"We have such a street. It is called the Fifth
Way, and was once known as Fifth Avenue. There
are ten platforms in each direction, and the fastest
move at a speed of nearly fifty miles an hour. But
that is in the exact center of the island, and the
outer platforms are used only by people desiring
to travel from one end of the island to the other
very quickly. As a man's résidence, place of business, and récréation centers are ail in the same building in most cases, there is very little cause for traffic
between buildings. Two platforms for each direction, in fact, would be sufficient to handle the traffic,
were it not that the more platforms there are the
higher the speed that can be attained. Cross-town
ways move at a lower level."
Fascinating as was the sight of the moving platforms and the hurrying, black-clad people, who
seemed quite adroit at slipping from one band to
another that moved about five miles an hour faster,
Markham felt that he was delaying the "sight-seeing
tour," for that was what he sensed their présent walk
to be. They regained the promenade and after a
short distance, the guide led the way back inside.
They came to a place in the huge corridor, near a
corner of the building, where a peculiar track paralleled one wall. It was set deep into the floor, and
was about two feet wide. Near the end of the track
were half a dozen little trucks, their square platforms level with the floor. Each platform had at
its sides two frail-looking métal railings.
Warren motioned Markham to the foremost platform, admonishing him to keep a tight grip on the
railings. He seemed to doubt the stranger's ability
to do this, however, for he took from a nearby rack
a leather belt which he fastened around his waist
and to both railings. He then mounted the platform
behind, using no belt for himself, and indicated to
Markham a tiny lever on the under side of the righthand railing which he was to press.
Markham did so. The platform started slowly
forward with a low rumble, and a similar sound
from behind apprised him that the guide was fol*H. G. Wells, in "When the Sleeper Wakes."
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lowing. Suddenly he felt his feet shoot ont from
under him, and there was a sensation as of being
shot from a gun. This lasted an instant and then
his position resumed the vertical and his momentum
slackened rapidly but without any unpleasant sensations. Looking about him, he found himself in
a sort of glass roofed, glass walled shed. The platform was trundling toward the end of the track. He
released his belt and dismounted.
"What was that?" he demanded breathlessly of
Warren, who had followed immediately.
"A high speed escalator," the guide explained.
"The platforms move forward and are caught by
hooks in a rapidly revolving belt. At the end of the
incline they are released and are slowed down by
compressed air pressure. We have climbed ten
stories and are now on the roof."
They emerged from the shed and Markham found
that it was so. They werc on another black-paved
promenade. Running to one side he saw, far below,
the terrace they had just quitted, and abysmally
farther down, the street. He ran to the other side,
and was amazed to see, at about the same height as
the terrace on the exterior, a park ! It was square,
conforming to the shape of the building, and something over three hundred yards square in dimension.
In the ccnter, an ornate fountain was hurling rainbow-hued water high into the air and catching it
again in a marble pool. Tiny paths radiated from
the fountain to the sides, and numerous children's
playgrounds nestled in the shadows of the ten-story
walls. But predominating over the whole pleasant
sccne was a color little associated with modem cities
and not at ail associated with visionary cities of the
future—the green of well-kept lawns and trees.
And as they moved slowly along, stopping from
lime to time to watch the playing children and the
chatting housewives, Warren explained the construction of the buildings.
They were ail alike, square in shape, measuring
about a quarter of a mile on each side, and twentyfive stories in height. The upper ten stories were
purely residential, the apartments ranging in size
from single rooms to large suites. The size of the
suites depended strictly on that of the family, and
not on its means. The lower fifteen stories were
taken up with offices, schools, and shops. On the
interior of the square, its surface level with the sixteenth story, was a twenty feet layer of soil, supported on a massive roof of steel and concrète. Below this roof, and down to the street level, were
such institutions as did not require the light of day,
including gymnasia, auditoria, theaters, and houses
of worship. There were three more stories below
the street level, one of which was entirely taken up
with generators of the electricity used in heating,
Hghting, and operating ail machinery throughout,
Each building had its own electrical installation,
run on power from a gigantic plant five miles north
of Manhattan, which plant, in turn, received its current from Niagara Falls. The other two stories were
used for storage and by the distribution system.
"And what is that?" asked Markham.
Warren smiled. The distribution system was now
so commonplace that it was hard to believe that there
ever was a lime when it did not exist. Over across
the Hudson was the huge distribution Center, where
were received food products from the West and
South and clothing and manufactured goods from

the great Eactory Cities at Niagara Falls and along
the Mississippi. From this center an intricate System of pneumatic tubes spread under the Hudson
and into Manhattan, an individual tube for each of
the scores of buildings. Through these the food
products and clothing and manufactured goods were
shot in great containers to the cellar stations, from
which they were relayed through a smaller system
to the shops.
The noise from the moving ways far below had
diminished considerably. The number of people on
the promenades, both on the roofs and on the setbacks, had increased as more and more people, their
day's work doue, were trying to get in a last walk
by the rays of the setting sun. The two men came
to a corner of the building, where Markham saw
that the path on which they moved, was connected
to the corresponding paths on the two adjacent
buildings by slender bridges of cantilever construction. They proceeded across one of them, the man
from the twentieth century conquering by sheer
mental effort the dizziness that threatened him.
"1 have it!" he exclaimed suddenly. "Something
seemed queer, something bothered me when I looked
at the streets, and I have just realized what it was.
I have not seen any automobiles."
Warren was puzzled for a moment. "Automobiles," he murmured, "automobiles. ... oh ! You
mean gasoline surface vehicles !"
"Yes," said Markham. "Where are they?"
"There are none."
"What ! You mean to tell me that there are no
more automobiles? Why, in my time New York
was being carved to suit them. Streets were being
widened, sidewalks were being narrowed, résidences
were being torn down ruthlessly to make streets
and cross streets for them. Skyscraping garages
in the business districts were being contemplated
and built. Nearly every family had an auto, and
manufacturers were trying to convince them that
they needed two. And now, less than two hundred
years later, you say that there are no more automobiles. Impossible!" He almost felt hurt.
"As might have been foreseen," said Warren,
calmly, "the whole industry that was growing so
abnormally, fell in one crash. Around 1975, a growing shortage of petroleum, that the manufacturers
were trying desperately to keep under cover, could
no longer be concealed. There were terrible riots
and mob scenes in New York, Chicago, Détroit, and
in fact ail over the globe. In a thousand cities, useless automobiles were piled up in the streets and
burnt. The plants of the two greatest manufacturers were mobbed and razed to the ground. For
a month the United States suffered a complété chaos.
Then things gradually adjusted themselves. New
oil fields were subsequently discovered, and an efficient substitute for gasoline was produced synthetically by an expérimental chemist, but the gasoline
car never regained the pinnacle it had held before
the chaos."
"Why not?" asked Markham.
"You have said," began Warren, apparently irrelevantly, "that the plans of whole cities were being
changed to suit the convenience of the automobiles;
that houses were being torn down, playgrounds bisected by roads, parks destroyed by the fumes of
the gasoline and pedestrians crowded to the walls
or killed by the score; was it not so?"
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"Yes," Markham conceded, but . .
"The duration of houses was halved by the constant vibration of passing trucks; the manufacturers,
in feverish compétition, were making the cars cheaper
and cheaper, and more and more defective; forty
percent of the men at the wheels were unfit to drive,
yet did so, thanks to incompétent laws ; the roads
were choked vvith gaudy hire-cars, called, I believe,
taxicabs, driven by men who, lured by the profits,
had obtained licenses after a minimum number of
lessons and no experience whatever ; men who after
a day's work were mere automatons and incapable
of being entrusted with the human lives they were
responsible for; was it not so?"
"Yes, yes," agreed Markham. The facts were
ail undeniable, yet it was the least bit irritating to
have them served up to him in this gatling-gun
fashion. His irritation, unknown to him, was based
upon a human and excusable pride in his own times
as contrasted with these.
"Well," continued Warren, "the eyes of the people,
heretofore blinded to these abortive conditions, were
opened to them by the chaos. The automobile no
longer had the same significance ; no longer seemed
so necessary, or rather, so désirable in view of the
conditions that accompanied it. The manufacture
of the cars declined. ceased to be profitable, and in
time stopped altogether. Today we have a form of
surface vehicle. used solely for pleasure, one that
you would hardi}' recognize.
"Our 'roads' consist of parallel métal tracks,
twenty feet apart, each a foot in width. The vehicles
are forty feet in length, fifteen in width, and gyroscopic, balancing on two huge rubber-tired wheels.
They are known colloquially as 'capsules,' for the
body consists of a capsule-shaped unbreakable quartz
giass. It is blown into the standard shape, and holes
are pierced for entrance and ventilation. The cars
are comfortably furnished and self-operating, for
they draw power by roller contacts and trolleys you
might call them, from the métal track to which they
are held by a sort of electro-magnetism. Automatic
safety devices stop the car as soon as it cornes within
fifty feet of another. Anyone desiring to use one
of the capsules goes across the Hudson to the dépôt
and hires one. It bowls along over hill and dale,
maintaining an even speed of fifty miles an hour."
"Fifty miles an hour!" exclaimed Markham. "Is
that considered a proper speed for a pleasure ride?"
"Certainly," said Warren. "It is just the right
speed, once ail responsibility and care of opération
are removed. Besrdes, you forget that the world advances.
One hundred years before your time,
twenty miles an hour was considered tempting friction."
"True," Markham acknowledged.
So absorbed had he been in the conversation that
he had kept his eyes on the pavement before him
for most of the time. They had been âtrolling northward. Now his eyes, raised for the first time, encountered a vast structure a mile away, that seemed
to fill the entire quarter from horizon to zénith.
"The New York Tower." expiainèd Warren. "The
only real skyscraper it has been deemed necessary to
have. It is not hollow, but a solid structure, having,
as you see, pyramidal setbacks. It is not as wide as
the other buildings, but together with the great plaza
and gardens that surround it, occupies the same
space that four of them would occupy.
It is
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one hundred stories in height, and contains ail the
executive, législative, and judicial offices of the municipal and statc governments, and also the local
branches of the varions fédéral departments. This
may seem strange to you, but the duties of government have been considerably changed and reduced.
The number of municipal ordinances, for instance,
is only about one-third what it was in your time.
The cellar of the Tower contains the Post Office,
from which letters and packages are distributed by
pneumatic tubes and tunnels to the branch Post Offices in each building."
He referred to his wrist-watch, a queer onehanded device. "Ah, yes. In a moment you will see
something interesting. Watch the top of the Tower."
Markham watched. Soon he saw a gigantic affair, resembling a net, rise slowly into the air, lifted
by four balloons. Taking shape, it resolved into a
great square funnel of netted fabric, the open mouth
of which was fully five hundred feet above the top
of the tower, to which it was connected by a slender
net-work chute. The balloons were at the corners.
"Now," said the guide, "look to the west."
From that direction a large stream-lined monoplane was splitting the air in straight, unhalted flight.
It flew faster than Markham had ever seen an airplane go before. As it passed above the funnel, it
released a large sack, which dropped down through
the chute into the building proper. The monoplane
kept on toward the east, seeming to descend.
"The Western Mail," said Warren. "At présent
the flight from San Francisco takes ten hours, but
that will be remedied within fifteen years, by which
time the Transcontinental Pneumatic will be completed."
". . . the flight from San Francisco takes ten hours,
but that will be remedied . . ." The phrase rang
through Markham's brain, moving him to alternate
spells of laughter and wonderment. These people
seemed to have the most awful conception of time
and speed. He now feared to comment or to express
admiration for what Warren regarded as the commonplace, lest he should reveal his "provincialism."
"Look again," cried Warren, "this time to the
east."
Far off in the heavens a tiny silver shape, resembling a minnow in a limpid pool, was darting toward
them, descending as it came. In a few minutes
Markham saw that it was a dirigible, much the same
as those of his time, but somewhat larger. The
cabin was a long structure that fitted snugly against
the gas bag, like a great keel. The advantages of
this arrangement over that of the half-dozen separated cabins and engines he was used to, as to decreased wind-resistancè and increased ease of opération, were obvious to Markham. He surmised from
the size of the cabin that a new lifting compourid was
employed, and found by asking Warren that it
was so.
As it approached, heading apparently for the New
York Tower, his attention was attracted to a construction at the northwest corner of the roof of that
building. It was a vertical shaft of métal bars,
reaching one hundred feet into the air. At its top
was a jumble of wheels, gears, and cables. The airship dropped a weighted cable which hooked into the
top of this structure, and as it floated past, the cable
became tant and the ship was slowly drawn down to
the open métal shaft. And then Markham could
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hardly suppress a thrill of prkle, such as overcame
him when he had seen his first house completed ; for
the top of the shaft fitted neatly into the floor of the
airship cabin, and he could see a tiny car run swiftly
up the shaft and into the cabin itself. It was ail an
idea which he had conceived and discussed often with
his fellow club members, the device of a mooring
mast, which would extend into a hole in an airship,
so that an elevator in the shaft would rise level with
the cabin floor. But they had laughed at him, and
here it was, a wonderful reality. A moment later he
saw the car descend, laden with people.
"Tell me," he turned to Warren. "1 am eager to
know the progress the world has made, especially in
sociology and transportation. There was a deal of
theorizing in my time, but from what I have seen I
imagine that most of it either exaggerated or underestimated the truth. That dirigible, for instance. I
imagine it is a transatlantic conveyance—" Warren
nodded "—is ail oceanic transportation like that?"
"No, indeed," said the guide. "The airships carry
only mail, visiting and returning diplomats, and such
people as can convince the authorities that their voyage requires ail possible haste and are willing to pay
the price. The passage from New York to Paris
takes something over fiftcen hours. Ordinary transoceanic traffic has changed radically. You may have
noticed that there is nothing in sight resembling a
port, or loading place for ships."
"1 have remarked something like that," admitted
Markham, "but I had thought it was due to the transcendency of airships."
"There was some little agitation for developing
air navigation in your time," Warren went on,
"which lasted until well after the Chaos of 1975.
But these plans were ultimately shelved for many
reasons, one of which was the unexpected development of means of surface transportation. Transatlantic voyagers now travel in gigantic covered
sledges which have practically no draft at ail, and arc
driven both by water screws and by air propellers.
These ply between the great seaport at the eastern
tip of Long Island and a recently developed port on
the coast of France, taking no more than thirty
hours for the trip. From the seaport, passengers are
taken in ten minutes by pneumatic tubes to the Grand
Depot, half a mile beneath the New York Tower.
Freight boats are modeled more after the so-called
océan greyhounds of your time, but never take more
than sixty hours to go to Europe. They also dock at
the Eastern Seaport, but the freight is shot by tube
to the Distribution Center.
"Inter-urban communication is carried on through
the great pneumatic tubes. As I have told you, the
Transcontinental Pneumatic is now under construction and will afford transportation between the coasts
in from two to three hours."
"But surely the pneumatic tube isn't universal,"
suggested Markham.
"Certainly not," said Warren, "although in time
it probably will be. In outlying sections we have
the advanced équivalent of the railroad of your time.
It is single railed, like the pleasure vehicles I have
described to you, and also like those vehicles, the
trains draw their power from the same compound
rail they ride on. These rails are so constructed,
with bridges, viaducts, and tunnels, that there is a
minimum of curves and the altitude does not vary a
hundred feet in as many miles. The resuit is a

smooth speed of one hundred and fifty miles an hour.
The Monorails, as they are called, are used throughout Australia, Africa, Asia, and South America, but
no longer in Europe, and only in the less settled portions of North America."
They had turned back toward the south. The sun
was hovering above the western horizon, a dcparting watchman taking his last look at a satisfied and
satisfactory world. There was a growing chill in the
air.
"Tell me of the people," said Markham. "How
they live; are they happy? Surely with your advanced machinery, unemployment must présent a
problem."
"Ah," said Warren, "the solution of that problem
is a matter on which we pride ourselves. Let me
explain. We assume that two men, working eight
hours with hand tools, can complété a piece of work
in that time. A machine is invented to do the work
of both men in the same time, so that only one is now
needed to handle the machine. In your time, one of
those men would have handled the machine, and the
other would have starved. Today, the men would
each work four hours at handling the machine, and
both would be happy."
"I see," said Markham. "As the efficiency of your
machinery increases you divide the time of labor
among the number of workers displaced by the machine. It is wonderful, almost idéal, but it never
would have worked in my âge. The spare time would
have hung heavy on our hands."
"That," explained Warren, "is a matter of évolution. We spend this 'spare time' in reading, in harmless and bénéficiai amusement, and the pursuit of the
arts and sciences. The world has advanced tremendously in that respect."
"Community life has also undergone radical
changes. There are today in the United States only
fifteen cities, similar in appearance to this, except for
différences based on climate, population, and régional
architecture. Each city has its standardized buildings and its municipal tower, some follow the pure
checkerboard design, like New York, and some are
radial, like Washington. Five cities, New York,
Chicago, San Francisco, St. Louis, and New Orléans,
have a population of over ten million. The others
ail have over five. There are an additional ten million living in the half-dozen namcless Factory Cities,
and twenty-five million more scattered throughout
the land. These last are the food makers, the backbone of the country. Ail the land outside the cities
is either national parkland or else under cultivation,
except for a few suburbs of a strictly residential
character in the neighborhood of the larger cities.
The twenty-five million are served by the Monorails
and by private airplanes ; they are forbidden by the
government to organize into communities or mutual
benefit associations, so that they regard themselves as
a whole and are doubtlessly happier that way."
Somehow they had stoppée! to lean on the narrow railing of a path that bridged the abyss between
two buildings and watch Long Island bathed in the
last rays of the sun. Where once had thrived the
growing borough of Brooklyn was now a beautiful
parkland of close-cropped lawn, reddening trees, and
scattered résidences and bungalows that stretched
away to the east as far as Markham could see. What
Warren had said was true; there was not a single
building of urban character outside of the island of
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Manhattan, although much land had been added to
the island itself. There were not even bridges.
Brooklyn, Statcn Island, New jersey, the land to the
north, ail were a little paradise.
"it is wonderful," said Markham.
The sun ont of sight, they turned southward once
more. "We must get back to 12-C," said Warren.
"1 shall présent you to the Captain of the Welfare
Office where you first found yourself." They-walked
the length of a building and out upon another precarious bridge. Snowflakes began to drift down
upon them in increasing numbers. The black pavement absorbed the moist flakes, but in the process
there was formed a thin watery surface which the
shoes of the man from the twentieth century were
not qualified to cope with. A group of people approached them, head down to avoid the north wind,
and Markham lurched to one side to prevcnt their
running into him.
His lurch carried him clean through the railing.
He heard a cry of dismay from Warren, and then
hc was hurtling headfirst down the twenty-five story
depth. He saw the moving, white-coated ways rushing up to meet him.
*
*
*
He awoke, with a feeling of stiffness, on the floor
before the arm chair in which he last remembered
himself. His pet poodle was licking his face, and a
steady gust of wind was blowing through the open
door. Formerly a student of dream phenomena,
Markham recognized the circumstances which had
lent such fearsome realism to that last part of his
dream. The wind from behind him, as that north
wind had been, the white poodle, who, running back
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and forth as he had tumbled from the chair, had
given the fleeting impression of white moving ways,
and the tumble itself. Yes, it had ail been a dream,
however strange and wonderful.
The reader may be ihterested in subséquent events.
Inspired by his vision, Markham ran to his desk,
withdrew his plan from its pigeonhole, and tore it to
bits. He then sat down and worked far into the
night on this other plan, which had corne to him much
as he had expected it to corne. He modified it considerably, but the principles remained the same. He
suggested the uniformity of buildings, ail twentyfive stories in height and a quarter of a mile square,
with a set-back at the fifteenth story and a park on
the interior. He suggested the two hundred feet
streets, but lest he seem too radical, he described
them for automobile traffic. Finally, he suggested
the great New York Tower, with its government offices, giant Post Offices, and dirigible mooring mast.
The plan that won the contest was a fanciful thing,
embodying towering skyscrapers in artistic shapes,
no two of which were alike, and the uses of which
were not quite clcar. What was probably the winning factor was the advanced suggestion of an airplane hangar and landing platform on every roof.
Markham's entry was returned courteously, with the
criticism that it was a "higlily improbable and impractical combination of the too fanciful and the too
/
conservative."
So Markham, to ail extents, lias abandoned his
visions, but as creative architect he lias become the
most outstanding worker in that graduai scientific
and civic évolution which never can be covered at
one jump.

THE END
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In this department we shall discuss, every month, topics of interest to readers. The editors invite correspondence on ail subiects
directly or indirectly related to the stories appearing in this magazine. In case a spécial Personal answer is renuired
a nominal
H
fee of 25c to cover time and postage is required.
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A SEVERE IF YOUTHFUL CRITIC
Editer, Amazing Stories:
Although I read ail kinds of amazing stories,
Lakli Dal, Destroyer of Soufs is about the most
amazing story I have ever rcad. In my opinion
it is the working of a disordered mind. The author
must bave cuckoo birds on his aerial (or maybc
the rays of the machine were directed at him).
Knough of that, however, for I must hurry with
this letter. Neverthcless, 1 don't see how the rays
of our satellite would make a man bereft of his
reason. It only makes a dog bark (maybc he is
barking at something else), and has no cffcct at
ail on people. On the other hand, maybc they have
no effect on people because of their superior mind.
However, if they were in quantity they might have
some effect on humans, but nevertheless I think that
the story is highly improbable.
Now for the story Tcn Million Miles Sunward.
If this story had really happened, there would no
longer be any carth, because it was statcd in
Newton's law that "A body once in motion must be
stopped by some outside force or it will continue
forever in the same direction." Therefore ï say
that even if the axis of the earth was changed, the
earth would continue in the same orbit.
The M aster of the World was pretty good, but
I liked Baron Munchhûuscn's Scientific Advcntures
best of ail. There is a streak of humor, a streak
of truth, and some lies, but I liked them anyway.
T am a great enthusiast as regards this magazine,
and I think that a copy should corne out every two
weeks. Why not ask ail the readers if they want
it a monthly or semi-monthly ? I think most of
them would agree on a semi-monthly.
Robert Hutchins,
401 Tiffin St., Des Moines, lowa.

P. S.—I think (know) that I can write a better
story than Tcn Million Miles Sunzcard. even if
1 am only thirteen years old. Nevertheless I am
in 9A at school, takc science and will takc it as long
as possible. Down with Latin!
R. H.
[We arc always glad to hcar from our younger
readers. One characteristic thing which we have
noticed is that their criticisms arc more unmerciful
than those of our more mature correspondents. In
the April issue you will find a note by an eminent
authorîty on the error in the story of Tcn Million
Miles Sunward. The gênerai idea is that to afïect
the motion of the earth, some external force would
have to be applicd, and while the rushing of the
water through the canals might be taken as an
outside force, the amount of that force would be so
trivial as to make the effect absolutely imperceptible.
As regards the frcquency of the publication of
Amazing Stories, our readers seem much divided
on this point. Many of our readers feel that our
new Quarterly furnishes a good compromise.
If you want to try a hand at writing a story,
we will be glad to give it the same considération
that we give to others. But it would probably do
better for you to wait a fcw years. For whatever
you think of adult humanity, there is no doubt
that at the proper âge, time mellows the charactcr
and expérience"rubs off some of our corners. You
have a very high rank for your âge in school, but
if you will take one pièce of advice from us, you
will thank us in the future. Do not say "Down
with Latin." If you will work hard at it, it will
do you a great dcal of good; it will mean a lot to
you, for it will help you with English; and incidentally will tcach you to "plug."—EDITOR.j

A LAWYER'S VIEWS ON AMAZING STORIES
Editor, Amazing Stories;
I have rcad your magazine for about 18 months
and think that it oxactly fills a vacant place in
magazine literaturc—that is, the place which was
vacant.
Your discussion column is very interesting in
that so many people show themselves up by considcrmg their own pleasure and not showing a
spint of co-operation. They seem to feel that if
it does not suit them, then whosoever would darc
read that particular article is an imijccile or an
idiot. Frankly speaking, people with such ideas as
that arc almost in one of the classes themselves.
It is true there are some stories I do not like,
but taken as a whole the magazine is wonderful,
and even those I do not like are undoubtcdly the
favorite of some person whose hobby in science is
thus illustrated, and T am glad to know that someone else has a chance at something that suits his
whims.
Poor old II. G. Wells has certainly got his share
of criticism. Personally, I, too, agree that his
stories are great, but I do helieve that a vote
among his readers would show him that while he
is highly approved in gênerai, it would be a still
greater approval—even by his présent admirers—if
he would Teavc out some tedious détails. In other
words, while we like the stories, we would love
then; if hc would not make us so tired of tedious
détails that we almost lose interest before he gets
down lo the point.
, I have
enjoyedPool
many
thebest
stories,
but ever
X believe
that
7 he Moon
wasofthe
I have
read
m your magazine. Not mercly because of the folk
lore it contained, but because of the beautiful
(Continued on page 180)
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THE

MASTER

ANTS

By FRANCIS FLAGG
(Concluded)
or ninety, pcnniless, unknown, in charge of a middleaged wonian. What good would that do either you
or Theda? Besides, there is soraething else to consider. Do you rcalize that it was only by a miracle
we escaped dcath when our Time Machine fell to
pièces on the plain ont there? Yel there is no way
of returning a machine to 1926, save by hurling it
back in time until it, too. disintegrates from old âge!"
As I stood glaring at him in horror, there came the
terrified clamor of hundreds of voices.
"Look!" cried a woman's shrill voice. "Look!"
Far ont on the plain had risen what seeraed an
eddying cloud. Even as we gazed. petrified, there
rose another, and yet another, until the sky was black
with them. The Master Ants werc coming to the
attack !
Of the ghastly fight which took place on the roof,
there is little to say. The millions of insects, witli
their winged steeds, simply fell upon the giant ray
cone and smothered it to incffectiveness with their
charred bodies. Nearly two hundred of the Scientians fell in battle, stung to death by the sword-like
stings of the flying insects. The remainder fled
panic-stricken from the roof into the interior of the
Castle and sealcd up the entrance with impregnable
composite métal. By means of the transparent ray
it is possible to look through the walls and ceiling.
The once fair garden is being eaten and destroyed.
The fruit trees are crumbling into dust. AU that is
vulnérable is a decaying wreck. As I look at the
scene of unutterable désolation, despair grips my
heart, and a wild desire to strap myself in the Time
Machine and quit this terrible future for the past,
almost overwhelms me.
But that is impossible.
There is nothing to do but stay and face whatever
the future holds in store for us. Sol'tano maintains
that our situation is not yet hopeless. Those Scientians amaze me. Their courage and optimism in the
- face of disaster are wonderful. Now I know what
their religion is : It is an abiding faith in the power
of their science to aid and uphold them. The Professor tells me of an intricate arrangement for supplying us with air ; T do not understand it yet verywell, but it is made clear to me that we can live in
the interior of the Castle indefinitely. Water and
synthetic foods can be made. Meantime, in the
splendidly equipped laboratories and machine shops,
the scientists and inventors arc rushing forward experiments which may release, they say, the energy in
the atom and give us possession of weapons which

vvill destroy the ants and return the lordship of
America to raan. But as to this, I do not know; I
hardly dare hope. Theda leans over me and presses
lier soft cheek against mine, and though I do not feel
at ail heroic, 1 am comforted and made stronger by
lier love.
Escape or help seems impossible. Nevertheless, I
am going to tie this manuscript in the Time Machine,
which stands ready at my side, and send it back to
the period 1 have lett forever. I repeat my hope
that it will fall into the hands of intelligent people
and that its contents will be made known to the
public. It may be that we shall overcome the ants
in the inévitable final conflict between men and
insects. In that case we will try to coinmunicate
with the twentieth century again. If not, then we bid
a final farewell to the people of 1926.
Signed: Professor John Reubens,
Raymond Ben t.
What Is To Be Done with the Document?
fT-VHE nationalTy known lawyer laid down the
I incredible document. For a moment there was
1 complété silence in the room.
Finally the
Président of the University spoke.
"1 suppose you wish our advice as to what disposition to make of this . . . this. . . ."
"Exactly," returned the lawyer. "I am positive
it.is a hoax : and yet. . .
"And yet," finished the Doctor of Science, " 'there
are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than
are dreamt of in your philosophy !' as Hamlet said !"
The ordinary M. D. coughed. "There is something fishy about this whole affair." he said, "casting no reflcctions on our host, whose account of how
the manuscript came into his possession I believe
absolutely. Perhaps someone is trying to cover up
the fact that twenty thousand dollars disappeared.
But that doesn't sound plausible either. My advice
is to lock the manuscript up in a safe. Time enough
to publish its contents to the world if any queer
happenings should occur—in South America, for
instance."
The five other men gave hearty approval to this
plan, and there the matter rests, except that there
are at least three men in Berkeley, California. who
carefully scan the press every day for any strange
news from Latin America.
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language used. I do not rememlier its author's
name, but I do know that he can use language
lo the extent that we might say that he "said it with
flowers." 1 see a comment by one writer in "Discussions" in the last issue abolit the magazine
catering to those vvhose intellect is weak, or those
who are chîldish. He did not use the exact words,
but conveyed the meaning. i might suggest to ail
of such a mental capacity and ideas jiertaining to
that meaning, that if they will also pursue the
current lopics of inventions they will be enormously
surpriscd at the actual patents on things only recently placcd as fiction in Amazing Stosies ïake
for instance the slory ahout the world Ijclow the
Infra-Ked Kays, which soundcd foolish to those
unhelicvers, but not to yours truly, and now there
is an article in last Sunday's Atlanta Coitstitiulov
ahout a machine which transposes vision picked
up by the Infra-Ked Rays, and so arranges it that
the human eyc can see it—and picks up scènes it)
the dark. Foolish. eh, well it's good science, so
says the New York Police Department.
ïhis letter is more helter-skeltcr than I expcctcd, bccattse of interruptions to discuss business
with my clients while writing it. Mayhap I can do
hetter next^ time, if this letter be so lucky as to
get into print.
Just one more thrust at those spineless braîns
that claim Amazing Stosies arc weak and for
weaklings. I have found that the rcasoning capacity of those in "Discussions" bave been awakened to new ideas and loflicr idcals by perusal of
these same stories, and if we be able to make some
poor human lieing think in a line of progression we
have mosi certainly attained a point in the scale
of benefit and good will to man, that we should
be able lo say to each of our editors of Amazing
Stosies and worthy contributors. "Well doue, thou
good and faitbful servant."
C. S. Bennette,
1203 1-2 Btoad St., Columbus, Ga.
tThe writer of this interesting communication is
the senior mcmhcr of a Columbus, Ga. law firm
and, like so many others of our readers' Jcttcrs,
it tells its own story. Bennette's clients, with ail
their interruptions, did not prevent him from writing a particularly good and well-put letter. It
interests us to sec the commendation which he ami
many others bestow upon The Moon Pool. It had
a touch of travel and geography ahout it, a touch
of psychology, espccially in the Irishman, and quite
a deep charâctcr study. We feel that we publish
Ictters enough to show how well taken it is when
we rcccive such good Ictters as the above.—
ED1TORJ
THE PROPOSED SCIENCE CLUB-A CONSTRUCTIVE LETTER WITH A GOOD
OUTLINE OF WORK
Editor, Amazing Stories:
Being a regular reader of Amazing Stories, I
have often intendcd to writc to your Discussions
Department ahout the organization of the Science
Club, which bas been the subject of discussion for
some lime. This idea has interested me very much,
and I would he greatly pleased to see il developcd
into something worth while. I tbought at first
that you would takc hold of it, suggest a plan ol
organization and gel it staned, following the line
of developmcnt used by other publications which
have fostered organizations of readers for varions
purposcs, but it is now apparent that you are
determined to leave it eutircly in the hands of those
of your readers who arc interested enough to go
ahead and organize the Science Club, and on careful considération this plan will prove to he besl.
A club so organized will he best hccausc it will he
stroug and able to stand on its own feet; it will
have a hackbone composed of those who have the
initiative lo go ahead and organize it. There must
he a numher of such persons among the readers
of Amazing Stories, and I hope to see them get
Into action soon.
A plan of action which suggests itself to me is
this, which I suhmit for the considération of ail
who are interested:
_.
H you are interested in organizing the Science
Club, insert a small ad in the "Personal" column
of your local newspaper reading something like this;
"Anyone interested in brganizatiou of Science
Club communicate with
."
That would he a very inexpensive way of gelting in touch with those in the vicinilv who were
interested, and it will get results.
Instead of writing immediatcly to ail who reply
to your ad, get in touch with a few, who will help
you bear the expense of communication with the
others. Get out a mimeograph letter if there arc
enough replies to warrant it.
Issue a call for a meeting, sending it to ail who
reply to your ad. Those who attend the meeting
will authorize one of their numher to writc a
letter lo the Editor of Amazing Stories, outlinmg
their ideas regarding the nature of the permanent
organization. These ideas should be stated as
certain clearly defined points, which can be colfatcd
and classified by the Editor. When ail the letters
from the varions meetings are examined, it is quite
certain that the points outlined in each will be
duplications of those outlined in others. nie
Editor can then collate the suggestions and send
lo the corresponding sccretarics of the branches a
list of the points suggested by ail the letters. Another meeting can be called to vote on acccptance
or reiection of each point as stated in the l'.ditor s
list, and the ballots will be relurncd to the F.ditor,
who will labulate the returns and détermine therefrom the final form of the organization.
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1 liope I bave made my plan clear and concise
enough, as I would like to sce some action!
I have read with interest the lelter of Mr. Wines
in the March issue regarding the Science Club,
and while J am çlad to sec the interest he takes
and am also delighted that a man of his type
should he interested in the projcct, I am bound to
agree with the Editor on the proposition of secrecy.
That should bc ont, right trom the start, for a
number of reasons. l*'or one, what good would
the magazine be to a secret organization ? The
Editor lias proffered the use of ils pages, but the
space would bave to reniain blank if the club were
a secret Society; uotbing could bc discusscd. Another feature suçgcsted by Mr. Wines requircs
careful considération, and that is the establishment
of laboratories, employment of scicntists, attorneys,
etc., ad lib. I would be the last lo deny that the
foundation of a good laboratory would bc a fine
ambition for such an organization, but it should
not bc a primary considération at the time of
organization. The first goal should be the organization of a Science Club for the discussion,
locally in meetings and nationally in the pages of
Amazing Stories, of the ideas of the members on
scicntîfic inatters, to the end that ideas might bc
spread on fertile soil and develop into a bountiful
harvest. The greatest laboratory is the human
mind.
Mr. Winc's suggestion that the branches bc
called "laboratories" is a good onc, and I might add
lo that the suggestion of a molto for ail the
"Jaboratories," and the organization as a whole.
Jl is an ancient French motto: "Je V'ay emprins"
(I have undertaken).
D. M A SON.
[This letter requires no comment. The ideas
which are contained in it are so clearly put and
the détails are so wcll given that it really looks
as if something might yct be donc about the Scientific Society. It seems too bad to let the subject
drop when so many seem ripe and ready for it.
We shall be glad to publish the results of any
new movément of "Science Club" cnlhusiasls.—
EDITOR.]
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A LETTER OF THOUGHTFUL CRITICISM
Editor, Amazinc Stories:
First, Mr. Editor. I am writing this lelter to
praise your super-classic, Amazing Stories, of
which I am a charter reader. Secondly, I write
[his to takc up my bludgeon on Mr. Wells' side
of the argument. Anent The VVar of the IVorlds
story. Surely such splendidly-written raaterial
must appeal to anyonc who truly knows and appréciâtes artful description. Wells mcrely uses his
fine description lo bnng out the high-lighls in his
stories, the same way in which Mr. Merritt cnhanccs the beauty of his Moon Pool with sparkling
description. Nobody objected to Mr. Merntt's descriptive matter, bccause il movcd along somewhat
"snappicr" than Mr. Wells* description. Wells is
a rcmarkable author, and 1 am sure bis great
popularity bas not corne about accidenlally.
As for picking apart certain stories, and squab1)1 in g over trifling mechanical détails, that's illiberal. There must be some "Esncsnon" now - and
then, a littlc fairy laie here and there, to keep our
appelite for romance whetted. We must overlook
the overdrawn and ridiculous situations, for there
are so many delightful things that grow out of the
occasioual absurdities. I want to confess here that
I swallowcd Dr. Mentiroso, hook. sinker, et al, till
some of the boys deelared him a phénoménal liar.
I fail to get any édification or "kick" out of such
stories as The Underscas Express, The Star of
Dcad Love. The Machine Man of Ardathio, The
Tide Projectile Transportation Co., and the détective taies. The latter are obvions and flat, carrying a "canned" flavor for me. Your illustrations
are splendid as is. Mr. Paul catchcs the right inspiration, and, as an artist myself, 1 appreciate his
cleverness. Your idea of the Quarterly is O. K.,
a nice compromise over the scmi-monthly idea.
To date, the stories that have appealcd to me the
most are: Off On a Cornet. The Moon Métal, The
Land That 'Time Forgot, Station X, Dr. Morcau's
Island, The M alignant hntity, The Second Déluge,
The Moon Pool, War of the IVorlds, A round the
U inverse, and kindred taies. I read ail and each
issue of Amazing Stories That's only the half
of it. I have read such as Dr. Moreau's Island and
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and f trust Amazing Stories will prosper as
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did publications. By the way. I read ail of them
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Is retished by the wisest men."
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for most readers will know now that "Esnesnon" is
Stcady Work
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nonsense spelled hackwards. We think you takc a
proper view of the work of Mr. Paul. You must
realize that to illustrate such stories as wc give,
requires a spécial ability on the part of the artist.
Insure your copy reaching you each month. Subscribe to Amazing Stories—S2.50 a vear
We certainlv appreciate your good wishes.—
Expérimenter Publishing Co., 230 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C.
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AMAZTrvG STORÏES
SOME BRICEBATS AND OTHERS-A WORD
FROM THE ANTIPODES
Editer Amazing Stories:
A few bouquets and brickbats from Australia.
I bave road Amazing Storiks iront the first issue. It is the only magazine whicb appeals to my
vivid imagination, and fills a long-f<dt want. 1
can't understand those who complain that Amazing
Storiks twice a month would cost too much. i
would find enough to buy it if it \vas published
evéry day.
The illustnitipns, by Mr. Paul, are wonderful.
His imagination sccms lo be likc space itsclf—
unlimitcd. Vou hâve just the right number of
illustrations—no more, no less, are wanted.
Now for a few brickbats.
Pleasc eut ouc 11. («. Wells, Jules Verne, and
H. H. Simmons.
Taking Wells. The only two of his yarns which
can rcally bc describcd as scientirtetion are The
Time Machine and '! hc H'ar of the W or là s ( and
there is very littlc science in the m. In my opinion,
the science is only a "cloak to allow M r. Wells to
air his views on civilization. whul it is, where it
is leading us, and how liirlc il woukl takc to
upset it. The IVar of the li'orlds is poor meat,
anyway. It was written umplecn ycars ago and
is out of date complctely. VVhat chance would the
Martians have against modem instruments of war
—aéroplanes, dirigibles, tanks, gas masks, longrange artillery, etc.? No, sir, the War of the
Worlds is a back number and simply make's the
modem reader fccl sick. Please drop him.
Jules Verne is beypnd the pale. He belongs to
the bygone X'ictorian era, with his long, windbagging dissertations on trivial matters. No doubt
Jules Verne was a genius in the génération in
which he lived, but bis ancicnt writings leave a
taste of senility in the mouth.
Hicks Inventions ivith a Kick." Ves, a high
kick. Mr. Simmons ought to be kicked. Why, oh
why arc these abominations printed in Amazing
StorIks? Amazing! Scicntilietiott ! Hear me
laugh !
Ihe best story that has appeared in Amazing
Stories so far is The Moon l'ool, with The Second
Deluge running a good second.
Mr. Merrill is a genius. The People of the PU
and The Face in the /Ibyss wcrc great.
Othcr yarns that ticklcd me wcrc The Grccn
Splotches. Star of Dead Love and The M ad Planet.
The Mad Planet conlaincd the best science of any
of these, in my opinion.
The Astounding Oiscoverics of Dr. Mcntiroso
could have been callcd better. "The puérile vaporings of a diseased mind. If Dr. Mcntiroso went
round the world with the speed of light, it is obvi
ous that he must consume time in so doing. A
mathematical ahsurdily built into a story.
Trcasnres of Tan talus is even worsc. The telephonoscope must indoed he a wonderful instrument
to sec a person and hear words spoken at the samc
instant, Cbnsidering the relative speeds of light and
sound. This is not so bad while the author confines himself to the earth, but when he gocs
wandering otf into space it hecomes arrant nonsensc. Sound cannoi travel in spacc, and even
asSuming that it could. the intensity varies invcrsely as the square of the distance, so the sounds
would be pretty feeblc by the time tlicy bad
traveled a thousand light years.
Now. Mr. Editor, I have a favor to ask. Do
you think you could manage to publish The Bliiid
Spot, by Austin Hall aud Momer Eon l'lini ? This
appeared in thç Arnosy All-Story Weekly a bout the
middle of 1921. I only read the first inslalmcnt
and have been consumed with curiosity ever since.
It is a scientifiction story of the first orderOther good yarns which would not be ont of
Îlace in Amazing Stories ai*e The Planetecr and
he King of Conserve Island, by Homcr Eon Tlint
(Argosy All-Story, 1917-18); a little collection
of scientifiction stories under the names of The
Purple Sapphire, The A mphibian, NordcnholV s
Millions and The Brain Blight, by Jack Harrower.
Now. Mr. Editor, will you publish my name and
let a few of these scientifiction levers get in touch
with me. Well, I close with a wish to sec Amazing Stories doubled in size by advertisements, and
published oftener. Please give that Blûtd Spot
story a chance.
K. E. Grahasc,
26Parncll St., Strathfield, Nr. S. W., Ans.
[While wc have tieaded your letter with the words
"Some Brickbats." we observe that Mr. Paul is not
a target. But do read the letters of our other
rcaders and see how they admire the very stories
which you dislike. Do you think that you could
select stories to please evcrybody? In regards to
Mr Simmon's stories a bout Hicks' Inventions with
a Kick, you say •'hear me laugh." As the humorist says. "This is writ Sarkastick." But you
should have heard us laugh in good earnest when
we first read them. We think thêy arc very clever.
Vou are rather hard on Dr. Mentirosd. We can
assure you that the complété understanding of his
story would imply the knowledge of the différence
m time. which has played so important a part in
the history of the world. It is on this that océan
navigation has been hased. and there was a prize
offered and cvcntually won for some method of
dctermmimr the longitude of a ship at sea. which
was solved by the invention of the marine chronometer to give (ho différence of time between the
position of a ship at sea and a standard meridian
sueh as that of Grecnwich. England. This took
immberless shîps across the océan and brought thera
safely tp port. We note what you say about the
Spot and we shall consider it seriously.—

183
Cet out your pencll
and copy the Jack
right now

iDr.
<—Yois get
this rule
Sor copying
This Genuîne
c
this Jaek
I v o r i ne
Can you copy it? Try it. How you copy
Pocket
û
-,
•
"
may
give
me
some
of a
Raie
r draftsman you would be.idea
If of
youwhat
are kind
16 years
old or older and will mail me your sketch at once,
rill send you, free, and prepaid, a draftsman'a Ivor«g
ine Pocket
ket ruiv.
rule, shown
ouuwn here.
uure.
i
11 \ îo vr»n
wit
K rvn.
r
"r
J
r
W'
go
tp
you
entirely
with
my
compliments.
Copy
mm
- . . mDon
addition
mynow
bookand
on mail
Successful
Draftsmanand
yt
tflwait.I will
Copysend
the you
sketch
it to me.
tv
or
ine
Rulm
Free. —Jack
FREE

Auto Work
Tho
induKCryautomobile
isinone
of tho
Rrcateat
America.
Ihonaaiulit
of
drufli-men
noedod. i'11
train
work.• you for the

Draftsmen Needed In
F.Electrlcity
mmw a.
Aviation
Motorva.
Bus Work
EJeçtrlcity
is thoofcominj?
Aviation
ia
just
Inlits
inMotor
bus
buildinp
and
moctvo
force
tho
Jancv.
is bound toproexmotor
bua
transpormtioa
world. inDr;ift»men
aro
pand lolt enormoun
□ave
become
leadinff
needed
ovory
departportiona.
Draftsmon
nro
world
inùuntrioB.
Uunment
of111thiatr»iln
faeclnatlrur
essentlal
toalit. bomo
l'U train
dreds
ofin draftemoo
work.
you #t
you
quickposition.
for
KaRed
thisway.
work. enl'Il
home. Get
a job boro.
draflins
ebow you
ihe

Building Work
Thero
wlU No
alwaya
bo
building.
elructuro
canplana
bo oroctod
witbout
drawn
by
draftamon.
l'U
mako
you an architeclural
orne. drafteman at
Get My Free Pay-Raising Plan
^ rite to me. I will send you thia new book. Not a catalog. My Pay-Raisinc Plan and
Money-Makmg Advnce. I can prove that John Savadge, trainod hy me, makes S300 a month.
Jtarl J. Uupree, tramed by me, refuaed SGOO a month because he makea more in hia own
usineas. A. H. Bernier, trainçd by me, earns $7000 to $9000 a year. Arthur Dewalt.
rained by me. niakea more than $400 a month. D. C. Stroop, trained by me. makea
1
'it o a month. L. V. Broughten, trained by me, makea $300 a month.
V< i Plan 1 r can give you many more namea of Dobc trained draftamen who aremaking big salariea.
1 hey wrote to me just as I am asking you to Write. They askcd for my Free Book. They
saw that opportumtics in ail of the great industries wcrc tremendous for draftsmen,
I hrough draitmgyou caugetiûtoalmostany industryyou want.
Money Back I£ Not Satxsfied
Service
What could belairer than that? I don't ask you to take Employment
A fier I rainlng vou I bel"
any
chances.
1
train
you
under
a
positive
Money
Back
get
a
job
Wlthout
charg
Agreemcir. Tf my training does not satlsfy you after a eent for thia service. I-.myou have liuishcd you get every penny back.
pioycra
or araftsmen
to
me
for mon
b«.-«uae theycome
know
Earn While Yen Learn
that meo I train mako good.
You
can
start
earnlng
ext
ra
money
a
few
weeks
after
beginnlng my training. 1 give you spécial work and tell I Train Yon at
you how to rnake money.
Home, New,
Age or Lack oS Education'
Quick,
Sureworklng
Way
No Drawback
My practlcal
Voo
method
makea
every
You
Go
not
necd
previous
expérience.
You
do
not
need
. ftet
in learnlng draftto be a high sohool gradua;e. My practlcal homestudy siep
theso
ing, as clear as a movcourse glves you Just the kind of t raining you need to be- Ing
That'
come successful. Your spare time is ail that Is nccessary. why 11plcture.
astools
my
rain you so
fast
student
to0be
a
draftsman.
1
X .'
THESE FINE OOALITY, G
GENUINE.
If You Earn
vnn i w. Er>
TOOtS. Just as aoon aâ
c niDRAFTSMAN-S
fo^ôï?!?.ïï
,y ii",1'101",Xo uncr tcola can be mado
for
practlcali draftlng
work.
Less Than
*•/ wM train uon
FREE RULE COUPOIM!
at home."—
Enginccp Dobe I*70 a Week
ENGINEER DOBE
1951 Lawrence Ave., Div. 11-95 Chicago
Write Me Today!
fr
' coot. bookfl buccosnfol
S-ndjn«e nilo; olBo.ond
moPay-IîaioinK
frm, of .11 - J
braflomanohiD"
ard "My
MInini
d
A
moîcy^rtagVahwar""
'
'
•°
»' ^ = ;
A r*T
Refore
You
Put
This
Magazine
Down. Let me send you my oooks
jj
"Successful
Draftsmanshlp"
and
"My
Pay-Raising
Nm
Plan." Remember DralLsraen are needed everywherc.
° '
Aat
; ;
That's
tho
kind
of
profession
to
get
into.
Get
started
now. Oet into a better position, paying a good etraight
h ddm.
salary the year around.
Poft Office-.
Engineer Dobe LwSV^chic^o.m!
-State-.
Llfe'sSecrets
Atnaslrgnew
book. "Safo
Counaol,"^.
test
out. «larht
Mil» you
you w®ntod-to
Imow
fromtho
thothloim
ohouldoc.
r^|
▼Ico loBlfncwly
morrled.
Explaluo Glvea
onotomy of
0
v
impolooco. lowoof
ScxIi■ '•ÇroduGUvo
Lifo.
niiBtokeo
ovoid.
■ orsono,
"i"tootortliojr
• <»a.
presTumcy,
«te.
Contolm
'
inad
orctlono:
■ of Eugonics 2-Lore, S-Morrlnse.1-ScUnco
4-Cbild6—Sexual ScIodco. 7—
Hy,ric 0 9_St0rIsordora. 8-H e • 11 h and
il J'..llPatï?tî.rODof?lLifo.
77
61 In ail. Ï04 ebap.
paso».
Kxaœin*
•t our m——.
riak. Malled
plalu
wrappor.
I —W——.
— —^W •lo— ma2imbiu
mi.yyci\ Send No Money
WrltoP**Ro«tman
for your eopy
Don'tpostas*,
send a
onl»today.
«1.98.
i
Monry refundad
If notploa
aatlafaclory.
FRANKLIN
PUBLISHJNG
C0.
a Pxptsi OQ 186 Mo. taSallo St.. Chlcwn »(■
r KdTdtSoMGOId
Effçct WATCH
WrltcenRunrur.ieegiven
wilb
tbit« HnifCsind
ChâU*
14-kl.
Rolid
Rold
rlïcct
wateb.
AlYdtt#
jewelled
mororaent.
tested,
adjurtfed.
acourkio
timekeeper.
2G- ^-Jtïef PiStfff
yonr oaac,
Waldemar
knife. ohain,
I ali<oni;.t',>l-shnpeciBarelt»flljjbtor.
I no money. Pay poRtmun only
-, «3.69
for ail 4 arlicleB.
> 621 Broadway.
W.T.. Dept.JENKINS.
65 M5
THE FUTURE
By A. M. LO W
ONE OF THE MOST REMAKABLE
BOOKS OF THE AGE
SEND $2.00 FOR YOUR COPY
ara e.?XAve.
?ERIMENTER PUBLXSHING
00. City
230-5th
New York

MAKE YOUR RADli
lAN ELECTRIC SE*
with a TOWNSEND "B'
Power Unit
Gj
|af a cost of only
"" *
|Why pay up to $450 or more to
C oui pie te
own an clectric sot when you
.can
easily inmakc
jyour quickly
own set and
ail eleolnc
this
;
inew^ surprisingly inexpensive
pPROVED^
^)f itadio News. Popuiar Radio
[We show
how. Write for
fuityou
information
jTownsend Laboratories
|713 Townsend Street - Dept. 41

Ll«HI

- Chicago. 111^

SCIENT1FIC MARVEL
LIGHTER—WINDPR00I
What Makea It Light?
Ail guamnteed. Sample 2
cents. Sample Gold or Sllve
placed.
îl.no.Llghters.
Docs the wor
of
expensive
A lents Write for Prîtes
NEW METHOD MFG. CO
Bo* A. S. 5
Bradford. P.

184

AMAZING STORIES

There îs no mystery
^about
CARTGDNING
A

ALL of thc famous arlists and cartoonista of
' ihis country arc making thousands and
thousands of dollars ycarly from thcir pens.
Thcy earnod Ihcir succcss through ycars of
work and tedious scarch for "thé right way."
Today, thc courses in Carlooning and lllustrating of the International School of Art, by
showing you the short culs, will save you ycars
of work and bring succcss much sooncr iban if
you st'umblc along aione.
Thcsc courses will not only teach you how to
draw, but will aîso develop your originality.
Thcy are açknowledged to be among the best
and most modem courses in Carlooning and
lllustrating offered today.
INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL OF ART
Division of the International Correspondence School3
Dcpt. 7136-C, Scranton, Penna.
Plcase send mo—froc—your illustratcd booklot wlilch
lolls liow I can succccd as u Carloonist or lllustrator.
Narao
Address..
Play thevl
.GUITAR
Only 4 Motions
onod In
* dust as the plnytni'
thlufiuicInaUn»
faacInoUnflr
-..-a
matrumont.
Our
native
JJatives Do, r tlMwaiinn
Inatructoro
^ ■ •m'*-'-,, them
teachqufcklv.
you toFicturee
tnaater
showclcarly.
how. Evcrythmg ex- ,
Dlaincu
Play In Half Hour
Eusy Lcssons
Aftcr
yon ent you
tlio four
Evcn
if you
don't
know
ço^y
motlonit
pl«y
otic
note
from
nnothor,
haroioufous
chords
w
i
l
h
tho
62
pnntcd
leasona
vory
liltlo
praclîco.
No
and
tho
cloar
plcturea
provIouBmuiiicRlkaowlmake
cn»y youplay.
to loarn «"
cdKO
necossary.
qulckly.ltl'ayna
, _ „ Froo
-- Guitar
—
Write atOnc©
. OatntUuioaa
•" Gonuine
Grain
You'll nover hoHawaiien
loncsomoGultar.
with
hAhrlkold
noonSeal
na you
.-n- thls
roii.
NothinK
huy—ovorytbiiiK
Writebcautlful
for
Spécial OITer
easy
furmshcd.
Notodolay.
tonns.
A poatcnrd
will do.andACTI
Tonor Hanjo.
Violln, Tiplo.
Gultar.
Ukulelo,
COURSESJ Knnjo
Ukulolo—uuder
wellTénor
- known
instructora*
FIRST
KAWAIIAN
CONSERVATORY
of
MUSIC,
Inc. N. Y.
9th Floor. Woolworth Bldfi., Doptw 167 New York.
Approvcd ae a of
Corrcxpondcnce
School
thc State of New
YorkUndcr the Lawa
MA

BE A M AN OF MYSTERY!
Amaze and Mystify!
Fool your frlends. Earn Money at Clubs and
Parties. No sklll recjulrcd. Eaally lcarne<l.
Our book. "Fun—Magic— Mystery,"1 tellt
how
rxplains
trlcks youTrlcks—
can do. AJso and
cataloKs
over raany
700 Mystlfylng
Illusions—Jokea—Puzzles—Books, and Kuropean
NovclMes, profuscly
al Reduced
Prlcos. New
1928 Edition,
illustrated,
sent
poscpald, only 10c.
LYLE DOUGLAS. Station A-9. DALLAS, TEX.
PROMPT SERVICE-o-LOW PRICES
TO
YOU
F
Choose /«/•
a/vv»
SpjSU Musical Instrument
Yca,
wo Gultar,
will RiveBanjo,
yon freeBanjo-Guitar,
a $20.00qnalltyCornet,
Violln, Gultar,
Ténor Banio.
Hawail.m
Mandolin
or
Banjo-Mandolin.
Loarn
loplay
byfllmplinod
note. Womothod.
tcnch men.
women.
bovn
and
«Irln
by
mail.
AmazinR
now.
A
fcw
conUi
oTRIAL.
dny payn
for600,000
Lessons.HUCccBBfuI
Inntrument
andWrite
llrst today.
lenson sent ou
Ovcr
pupihi.
1 CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOQL OF MUSIC, INC.
I
1632 No. Halstcd St. Dopt. €92 Chicago, III.
PCBCI
tecision"Affiit5Sir4tp Ufetch
9
Oir'ect frbmSwiUcpfAnd
s
Wom by
practical
men ovory3
where.
Snock
proof.weatbor
Porfcct
timo
keener.
Radiumpr<«>;.
dlnl.
.
Tells
lime
in
dark.
Fine
iinportcd
liill
^Genuine
jowded
movemont.
Rich
sllver
nnish.
Icatbor
ntrnp.
Sold
clsowhoro
for
SXO.OO.
Satisfaction
Koaranteed.
_
SEND
NO postSKO.
MONEY. JENKINS
l'a y on delivery^
S3.99 plua
tho
CORPORATION,
621 Broadway, New York, Dcpt.

A SEVERE YOUNG CRITIC
I
Editer, Amazing Stories:
I have bcen watching your discussions colunin for
some time, and I would like to makc comment on
thc criticisms contained therein.
Many of your readers do not consider a story
good scientificlion unless an cxplanation is given
of every épisode containing science in any way,
shape or manner. Thcy do not takc into considération the fact that scientificlion usually contains
feats that the writer has to evolve from his imagination. Therefore they must deviate from thc
usual path of science and employ sleight-of-mind
tricks to mask thcir scicntific déceptions. If a
fcasible and definite explanation was necessary for
each scicntific point, thc writer would hccome so
limited as to situations, etc., that thc story would
become dry and journalistic in aspect.
X heartily disapprove of scicntific talcs which
conta in romances. Thcy sentimentalize thc story
to such an extent that it dimînishes some of thc
scicntific glamor, which rightly deserves uninterrupted notice.
l'en Million Miles Suuward, although erring in
parts, is my idea of what good scicntific fiction
should be. ît is absorbing to the wth dcgrcc and is
a well systematized story working to the climax at
the right conjunction.
•
Lakh-Duhl, Destroyer of Soûls, îs undoubledly the
best scicntific détective story you have ever printed.
It has well planned situations and well distributed
tensc moments.
r
Baron Miinchhauscn's Scicntific Advcnturcs arc
so ridiculous that they are funny. Although I do
not look forward to them each monlh, thcy neverthcless alïord thc comic élément in your publication.
Sub-Satcllile was fair, but was merely a répétition of the much tattered Moon story. The idea
of the bullet, although at first glance appearing
humorous, contained a lot of interesting science.
The FImvcring of the Strange Orchid was a bccalmed and stagnant pièce of literature containing
a lot of tommyrot probably inspired by Dumas'
The Black Tulip. May you use the same amount
of magazine space to better advantage in thc near
future.
(
1 am thirteen ycars old and enjoy your magazine to the exlremc. In my conception, Amazing
Stories is a relief to thc individu al who likes scicntific literature as the only resort onc had before
your periodical appeared was a limited amount ôf
poor stories.
Since the first issue of Amazing Stories was
put on thc newsstands I have perused it with unabating interest each month. Hoping that your
publication will continue to give such cducational
enjoyment, I remain,
Robert Eisenbacii,
2135 Sacramento St., San Francisco, Cal.
[A green apple is not as much appreciated by
the generality of mankind as one which has had
lime to ripon. Criticism, severe and scathing, from
onc who is a lad of thirteen years, will be Jookcd
back upon by thc youthful writer in a few years,
as far from ripe. We have rcccivcd some aslonishitigly good communications from very young
writers such as this onc, but it ccrtainly is interesting to sce how much more definite they are in
their vicvvs, than older writers who have learned
that in this world it is not always safe to bc sure
about things, for it is often very hard by natural
mcans to elicit the truth. One curions fealure is
that our writer, who is a correspondent severe in
his views, states at the end that not only is lie
thirteen years old, but that hc enjoys the magazine
to the exlreme. Whcn hc and the magazine are ten
or twenty years older, we arc sure hc will takc a
broader view of things and not be quite so sure of
himsclf.—EDITOR.J
THE INTERNATIONAL SCIENCE CLUB
Editor, Amazing Stories:
I believe that the time has corne when ail those
that are interested in forming thc International
Science Club, and I am sure that there arc quite
a number who are interested, should unité and get
the club started.
The club, I believe, will help to form a doser
relationship between the scicntific thinking youths
of the world. You must remember that the scicntific thinking youth of today is the scicntific leader
of tomorrow.
I believe that the first thing we must do is to
appoint a comraittec to draft a constitution and
by-laws. As most of those who arc interested in
starting thc club wrote to you, I do not believe
there is anyonc who is better suitcd than you arc
to appoint such a committee. I am sure that you
will do that for the good of science and thc club.
Well, so much about thc club for this time.
I do hope you will print more stories which pertairi to astronomy. as 1 find them ail cxtrcmcly
interesting, for that is my favorite branch of
science.
Thc poems that appear in Amazing Stories are
roal good. I don't think it would be wise to discontinue them.
Holger E. Lindgren,
420 Eastsidc St., Olympia, Wash.
[This letter speaks for itsclf, it rcquircs no
comment as it stands. We took the liberty of
oniitting the list of what the appréciative writer
considers the best stories that we have puWished.
As these are fourteen in number, we felt that it
1' came so near lo approving ail our efforts that we
have modcstly oraitted his list from these columns.
—EDITOR.]
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AMAZING STORIES
AN APPRECIATION OF OUR EFFORTS
Editer, Amazing Storiks:
My favorite publications previous to your introducing Amazing Stories to the magazine iield,
werfr Science and Invention, Popular Science, and
AU-S tory but I will let you guess as to which one
I wait for now—rather impaliently, 1 must say,
between the lirst and tenth of each month. Amazing Stories bas certainly proved its merit as a
magazine of the first order, a mother lotie for the
class of readers who are of a sciontilic or proscientific turn of mind. I had the lionor of purchasing the first copy sold in the city of Ilammond,
Ind., and, of course, since then have not misscd a
copy. I saved ail the old issues for quitc a time,
and then lent the stack to a new and enthusiastic
reader, who "forgot" to returh them. l'il trust no
one any more with my Amazing Stories.
While your "Discussion" column is being rackcd
and torn between two classes of readers—pro and
anti—our esteemed friend, II. (î. Wells, l'il just
pick up the latest issue (or perhaps an carlier
one) and re-rcad one of his excellent stories, most
of which I had read several times before you
printed them, in A. S. I do not like them ail,
it's truc, but Wells, in common with Verne, wrote
most of his stories ycars ago, consequcntly they
arc not as up-to-date as your usual run or type, as
I should say.
Merritt's Moon Pool, Burrough's Land That
Time Forgot, are old stories to me, but were rcread several times just the same.
I disremember if I read The Girl in the Golden
Alom in your magazine or another one. Kindly
enlighten me on this point.
Since several thousands of your readers howïed
long and loud over Verrill's Dr. Mentiroso, I wonder what they will say about your own stories of
Baron Munchhausen. l'm sure the Baron bas it
over Doctor Mentiroso when it cornes to exaggerating the trulh. Well, time will tell, and truth
will out. T.et's sec who will bc the victor in the
battlc of lies, from the readers' viewpoint. Reading the discussion column is a good-sized kick, and
must be to you, too. But there is one consolation.
Vou can rest assured that your chronic kickers
and ccnsoring critics must spend their quarter
each month—otherwise, how will they have any
theme on which to air their criticisms and complaints?
Your magazine as a monthly interests me more,
as I have time to digest each story thoroughly. One
might bc rushed to much if it were a semi-monthly.
I have to thank you for hours of splcndid
rcading.
Joseph Goldstein,
3863 W. Fine St., St. Louis, Mo.
[One point about Dr. Mentiroso and Baron
Munchhausen is that both of them tell a lot of
trulh, despite their very obvions lies. We can
assure our correspondents that the Baron's science
was very closely followed up by the author and
the gist of it is in its definite corrcctness. You'll

READERS'

VOTE

find our ideas about Dr. Mentiroso stated in varions
places in these columns. He is well worth studymg. Ask yourselves how much you know about
the différence of time upon the earth.
Wé have not y et printed The Girl of the Golden
Alom.
We have Httle to say in. connection with your
letter, which tells its story very clearly, but certainly an editor who is, in a sense, living for the
magazine, is delighted to find it well thought of
by such readers as you.—EDITOR.]
OUR "DISCUSSION CORRESPONDENTS"
AMUSE THE WRITER
Editor, Amazing Stories:
ï have just been sitting hcrc holding my sides
with laughter over the letters about our friend Dr.
Mentiroso. That part from Wm. Etheridgc: "Your
magazine cannot survive on that basis, except with
morons"; and then Donald L. Cumming's witty
pièce to the effect that the best part of the story
was the end. Well, Mr. Editor, î'm just a junior
in High, and may not rank much above a moron,
but rcally I thought the story good, and at least it
made me think more than any story l've read in the
magazine so far. Anyway, I certainly agrée that
the "Discussions" is the best part of the magazine.
I want to extend a welcome to Harry Martin for
his Ricc's Ray. I think this is the most logical
story about a "Space Ship" so far printed.
I have read your magazine for over a year now,
look forward to every new copy. and read everything in them. I'm for more illustrations, but keep
it a monthly, for I'm afraid you wouldn't have the
same quality in more fréquent issues.
I have nothing more to say except that I consider
the Moon Pool the best story you have ever printed.
Remember me to the Doctor,
George P. Cameron,
64 Broadway, Los Gatos, Cal.
[It is well to find that our correspondents of the
seriously criticizing type operate to amuse one goodnatured reader. While we are delighted to find our
stories taken seriously and criticizcd from a serions
viewpoint, it is well to be cheercd up by a littlc
appréciative good humor sometimes, and that is the
clue to our appréciation of this letter from a high
school junior, whom we emphatically deny tç be a
moron. We have given in several places in our
Discussions Columns our views of Dr. Mentiroso.
His name announces him a liar, but the story contains excellent matfer conccrning the différence o£
time, a subject which puzzles many.
How many realize, in crossing the océan to
Europe or back, that going pne way they have
about a 23-hour day and going the other way the
day is about 25 hours long? Yet the voyagers adapt
thcmsclves instantly to the new time.
Wc find that the planctary stories are liked by
our readers, and certainly Ricc's Ray is an excellent example of this spécifie type of fiction.—
EDITOR.]
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Stories I Do Not Like:
:

-

(1)
Do you want the questionnaire to continue?
Do you like the illustrations as we have them now?
Do you favor more illustrations than we have now?
Would you rather have no illustrations at ail?
Name
Address
City
This is YOUR magazine. Only by knowing what stories you like can wc pleasc you.
Fill out this coupon or copy it and mail to AMAZING STORIES, 230 Fifth Avenue,
New York City.
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5 COPIES FOR THE PRICE OF 4
In order to properly introduce this important health magazine, "YOUR BODY,"
we have arranged a spécial introductory
offer.
No home is complété without this remarkable quarterly magazine. There is a section
for every member of the family. Mothers
and mothers-to-be; young men and young
women; married men and single men;
everybody will find the answer to their own
particular troubles in this remarkable book.
The spécial introductory offer is one that
you can hardly afford to overlook. We
have arranged a subscription rate of two
«dollars for five issues of this important
guide to good health. This is équivalent .to
giving you a copy FREE. Regular price for
five copies, $2.o0. On ail newsstands 50 cts.
Mail the coupon noie. Take advantage of this spécial offer. Each
issue over 116 pages—fully illustrât ed — large magazine sire.
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HUMAN BODY
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EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
230 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.
Gentlemen:
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spécial introdtictory rates. Kimlly senti me fivo
issues of "VOUR BODY," beeinning with the current: édition.
| Naine

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
230 FIFTH AVE.
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IMPOSSIBLE THEMES ARE NOT INTERESTING, BUT WHAT ONES ARE IMPOSSIBLE?
E dit or, Amazino Storif.s:
X've been a reader o£ your "mag" for over a
year, and I believe you arc enutled to some word
of praise and criticism as wcll as a certain remark
was niade by onc of your criiics._ The critic's rcmark is not reprbachful, rallier in behalf of your
magazine, yet it contains a certain word that lias
led me to Write Ibis leller. 1 quote the remark:
Impossible thèmes arc very interesting.
Now ni y idea is, impossible thèmes arc not interesting. Perhaps you will tliink that 1 dislike the
majority of your stories on Ibis account, but on
the contrary I <lo not. And why? For the simple
reason that with the exception of one, noue of your
thèmes are absolutely impossible. The one exception is the so-called "Time Traveler" or any contraption that makes, it possible for our physical
selves to mincie with the pcoplcs of the past or
future. I need not go inlo détail why X believe the
impossihility of this theory or rallier nightmare,
silice your critics have given as excellent reasons
as can possibly be niade.
As for your otlier stories, although some are
more fcasihlc than others, as I said heforc, noue
are impossible. The most fascinating stories are
those of unknown lands, planes and plancts, and
their inhahitanls, ou whom the author can spcculate as to tho shape of hody and fcatures. On
the lail of these talcs are such as The Revoit of
the Pcdestrians, in which wc live in the future, in
an ago that is recuperating from some calamily.
Stories of inventions usually hring up the rear,
although quitc often one is fouhd that is very
interesting.
My reaction to such a story as Jules Verne's
ilaslcr of the World gives me an idea how people
a few hundred ycars from now will look npon some
of our scicntific feats of today. _ I smile when t
notice the enthusiasm of Jules Vcrhe when he describes the speed of the "Terror." Today wc have
planes capable of over 250 miles per hour and we
can buil'l automobiles of the samc speed. Yet,
when someone says that within a hundred ycars
we may bc traveling as fast as the rotation of the
carth, wo have a skeptic on every bànd. Gradually,
thougb, since the advent of the radio and vilaphone, the birth of télévision and the new developments in aviation, tbe ignoramuses are waking to
the fact that skeptics are a hindrance to the
advanccnicnt of civilization, and that many things
considcrcd impossible are only so becausc of kick
of investigation and dèvelopment.
liefore closing, î want to commend you for tbc
first three "Mùnchhausen" stories in the Fcbruary
issue. If I. M. Alier's succecding iiistaimeiits are
as good as the first two, l'II lie satisfied with the
rest of the magazine. The comedy is so novel, onc
can't help but smile ont loud. I enjoycd the Eourteenlh Earth. and likewise II. G. Wells' story,
Pollock and Porrah Man. Ail told, it was one of
your hest issues, and Ict's hope ail the subséquent
oncs will be as good.
John P. Pkatzki,
2527 S. lOtb St., St. Louis, Mo.
[Our magazine, in ils éditorials, virtually takes
the ground that it is very unsafe to say that this
thing or the other fbing is impossible. The impossible is being achieved every day. For years it was
impossible to make a wire of the meta! tungsten.
Now, when the impossible bccame a possibility,
miles of tungsten wire are made every year and the
electric light due to îts use is now abolit four tintes
as efiieient as it was a few years ago. You are
correct when you speak of skeptics being a hindrance to the advancement of civilization, although
when you think of the way the world is goiug,
there is every excuse for skepticism in this regard.
—EDITOR.l
MORE ABOUT "THE REVOLT OF THE
PEDESTRIAN"
Edilor, Amazing Stories;
I read your magazine occasiqnally and enjoy
many of ils stories. I was pcculiarly impressèd hy
one in the February issue, The Revoit of the
Pedeslrians, by D. M. Kcllcr. I likc it bccausc
parts of it were really wcll written, almost classical, and it was written, it seemed to nie, by one
having a rcal warning to issue to Society, tbough
to many it might scem far-fctched.
I would likc to sce more stories by the samc
author. If lie is a doctor, raaybe lie can giyc us
onc on some of the urgent problenis of the day—
the hidden 'forces that seem to put us mcntally and
physically at odds with our environing world and
its limilations and chains.
Perhaps a bit educational—lhat everyone can
understand, would help prevent such moral cataclysms that happen to Snyders and Grays—or start
a big drive against murders.
F. Balcar,
123 Murray St., Elizabeth, N. J.
[This correspondent is one of a nuniber who expresses high approval of The Revoit of the Pcdestrians. There is one saving clause. Iiowcvcr, in
the City of New York, and thaï is that those who
use the elevatcd railways and subways for getting
about, get concentrated exercise in ascending and
dcs.cending slairs. Benjamin Franklin made the
rcmark wlicn in France that he considcrcd a mile
going upstairs worth a nuniber of miles on the
level, yet lie said that lie did not use the stairs
while they were there. Wc can considcr that in
the présent era of automobiles, the elevated trains
and subways are doing their part in saving the
legs of the community.—EDITOK.l

Choose as Your Profession
Electrical
Engineering
Electrioity offers a brilliant future to^the young
man who is about to choose hia career. Ncver before has there been such wondcrful opijortunityî in
this grcat ficld. Big paying positions in elcctrical
Be
worktrained
the world
over are open
• O.
CS to
men—men
\yho
nrx
"Z
possess
specialized,
t*t O TSaiô) knowledge. Corne practical
to the
School of Engineering of Milwaukee—the largest,
the beat cquippod elcctrical school of its kind in
America. Ilere you arc trained in both theory and
practice by a faculty of experts. You learn in large,
finely equipped laboratories. If you have 14 high
school crédits or équivalent, you can bccomc au
Electrical Enginecr with a Hachclor of Science degrae in 3 years. lf you have not fîniabed high
school you can make up the crédits you lack in ouishort intensive Junior Elcctrical Engineering
course.
Practical Electrical Education
X.etirii by tho tliorough, approved scicntific methoils which our twenty-llirco \cnra of specializing énable ns to givo you. In addition to Elcctrical Enginecring, tlic following complote courses are given;
A.C. ami D.C. Armature Winding—Wiriiig and
Tcstiny—Practical KledricUy—Commercial Efedrical
Enoineerine—Junior Elcctrical Enttinecrina (flechnical
Hu/h School Courre), Automotive Elcctricit'j, Elcctrical
Befrigeration, and Itadio Sales and Service:
EARN WHILE YOU LEARN
You can earn money to help defray part of your
expenses while learning. Our wondcrful co-operative
plan brings an Electrical Career within the reach of
every ambitious man. Our Free Emplbyment Department secures positions for those students who
wish to carn part or ail of their expenses. In addition, the DepartmerU will help you yet a oood position in the Electrical industry when your training
is cornpleted. Daily Broadcasting W.I..S.N.
New Term^Opcns May 7th
Big Book FREE ^
Mail the coupon today for our big new illustratcd
catalog. Mention tho course that interests you
most and we will send you spécial information.
Read about tho school that trains men for practical
and quick success. See how easy it is for you to
get the training that will enablc you to step to a
splendid position and a handsome income. Mail
in coupon righl NOW. No cost or oblijaiion.

Founded 1903
Dept. A.M.-528
Jackson & E. Wells Sts.
Milwaukee, Wis.
— — — — —MAIL COUPON NOW— — — —. —
SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING OF IVIILWAUKEE
Dept. A.M. 523. Jackson and E. Wcl s St.
Milwaukee. Wis.
Pleaso send me. wlthout cost or obligation, full particulara
of the electrical course I have chcckcd, and your blg Frce
Book telling about your Institution ami how it wlll fit me for
a blg position In ihe elcctrical fleld. Also tell me about your
Earn wlillc You Learn Plan.
(Bo sure to chcck courses Intcrcstcd In)
. . . Elcctrical Engineering, B. S. Degree in 3 years.
. . . Commercial Electrical Engineering. 1 Ycar.
. . . .Junior Electrical Engineering. 1 to 2 Ycars.
.... Master Electrician. 6 Months.
. . . .A.C. and D.C. Armature Windlng, 3 Months.
.... Light.
MotorElcctricity.
Wîrîng and3 Testîng,
Automotive
Months. 3 Months.
. . Réfrigération, 3 Months.
Radio Sales
Service. Service.
3 Months.
. Home
Studvand
Laboratory
.... I am intcrcstcd in yoerr "Earn-While-You-Loam" Plan
Name

Age...

Address
City
Education

State.
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The funnîest comic in America,'Smatter
Pop? «ill kcep you in stitchcs from thé
moment you open it until you have rcad
and reread every page lime and lime
again. Fifty full-page eomics in this
édition of 'Smatter Pop?—Hundreds of
real laughs.
M. Paync sure knows
how to get under your skin and bring
ont every laugh in your System.

Mcet"' "Pop," "Desperatc Ambrose," and Pop's littlc
family. They can make you laugh when everything
i-lsc lias failed. Ask your newsdealer or, if lie can't
supply you, fill in the coupon and mail lo us. 'Ihe
funniest comic ever written. Don't miss it ! Get your
copy now ! Barrels of FUN !
X
EXPERIMENTER POB. C0.
230 FIPTH AVB.
NEW YORK ClTV

o
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USSEN—SMATTER POP IS WHAT »M
lookinO for. 'smatter pop » sav/ so
DONT HOLO ME OP- DON'T HOUO ME UP
mail, mv copv now—now i sa y—
HERES MV QOARTER—MV TWENTVFIVE CENTS
SO ROSHX
NAME
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CITY.
STATE — -*
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Po^xÀt^Ks SI58 to S225 IWonth
Mail Coupon Before You Lose It

v Steady Work—Ho Lay offs—Pald Vacations
Travel—See Your Country
MEN—BOYS 18 UP
Many Conarnmant Jobs Open to Womao

/Franklin Inalilule. DepI, C-182, Roch.aler, N. Y.
Slra: Rushbook.
to me,"How
without
/llhistrated
to çhmgç,
Get U. S. Government
fjobs." wlth list ot positions obmlnablc, sampte coach• ïog. and InU partlculars tclllng how to get tbem.
g •Nome.
. Adiress.

A GOOD CRITICXSM OF "TEN MILLIOK 1
MILES SUNWARD"
Edilor, AmaIING Stories:
Hcrc you have another voicc from faraway Oklahoma. Although only sixteen years of âge and but
a senior in high school, I have always taken much
interest in your magazine. Wilh onc exception it
is the only periodical which 1 ever really looked
for in advanec.
In your latest édition you published a story. Yen
Million Miles Sunward, and asked your readers to
find a certain flaw in its science. Now, to shift
the amouilt of matter statcd in the slory would
slightly change the axis of the earlh. tînt would
it throw it out of ils orbit? No! liecause at its
présent position, the ceutrifugal force gcncratcd hy
its animal journey around the sun exactly counteracts the gravitation toward that liody. 'i'o either
increase or decrcase the speed of the earlh would
change its orbit, but the mere shifting of matter
would nOl, hecause the two forces before mentioned
would remain the same.
Also, Mr. Simeon, of lowa, in the Discussions
Department mentioned the faet that as the travelcr in space excccdcd the speed of light, lie could
not sec Ihe stars behind him apparently diminishing
in size. And the editor statcd that as the rays had
been emitted long ago, the traveler would still he
in their midst, and could still see them. So far, so
good. I!ut as ho would he overtaking the light
waves, he would either see the same stars in front,
or il moving either too fast or too slow, the waves
would he either too short or too long to he visible
by the human cye, So in either case one could not
see the stars behind.
1 fear I ara taking too much spacc, but there is
onc more thing l would Hke to say. Why not put
ont au accessory magazine for discussions, so that
your readers could argue'things ont among themselves? As there is no hetter way to learu than
to express one'» own thoughts, this would lie in
keeping with your policy of spreading interest m
science, and the cost shonld not lise so high as to
bc prohibitive to the readers.
Mearle Prout,
Medford, Okla.
[It sccms to us that there is nothing more to bc
said a bout the efîcct of enormously rapid motion on
tlie seeing of stars. The planetary traveler will
always be subject to the action of light rays and
tlicreforc will see the stars, however fast or m
whatever direction he may travel, because the ether
is charged, as it were, with their vibrations and in
whàtever direction our traveler goes lie can neyer
get away from them. If a r an were travejmg
away from a locomotive with a speed cxcceding
that of soimd waves in the air, and the eiiginecr
sounded lus whistle, when the man was in advanec
of him, he would never licar it, but if the ciigmecr
had been sounding bis whistle for somelime before
tlie man starled, then he would hear it, liecause lie
would bc within the space occupicd hy the vibrating air, until his high speed carricd him beyond the
soimd again.
What you say about Ton Million Miles Sunward
expresses pretty ncarly what Professer Luyten said
in his crilicism.—EDITOR.]
DRYNESS IN STORIES-A BASIS OF FACT
NECESSARY
Edilor, Amazing Stories:
.
iteing very interested in your publication, 1 feel
I have something to say about it in relation to the
literature contained and some suggestions to make
a bout the appearance of it.
Your stories, with the exception o( a few, are
excellent and provide scicntilic facls in a palatable
form, Some of your stories, however, have a dry
and journalistic flavor about them, which renders
them uninteresting and, in my opinion, poor for
publishing in a magazine devoted to scientifiction.
I refer to Jules Verne and H. G. Wells. lo be
sure, Wells has written some stimulating and mspiring talcs, but his style ruins them. Scicntihclion is uninteresting when it has become a tact.
Your story, '/Vie Master of the World, by Jules
Verne, lias not become rcality, but still imparts
a sense of Ihe practical. About the best story I
have ever rcad in your magazine was '1 lie Second
Déluge. This I am sure everyone of your readers
perused with nnwaning interest, for the rcason that
it was a révision of the popnlar theme ol our
old N'oah's .'\rk stories that our mothers used to
tell us on Sunday. If you don't do auythmg clse,
kcep your stories scientific in détail and plot, i£
possible. Nothing is so horing as an unscientific
scientific story. This world today wants a tact for
cvcrvthing that is told them and that a proven tact.
Abolit the most original story you have ever prmted
was The Thought Machine, by Ammamaus Marcellimis. and The Revoit of Ihe Pedeslnans, hy
David H. Relier. Both were highly intercsting and
wcll-writtcn and also looked quitc practical. . . .
I hcartily agrée with the plan submitted m your
February Discussions Column by VVatkin L. Evans
as to the paper and cover. Robert Eiscuhach,
2135 Sacramcnto St., San Francisco, Cal.
[There is one peculiar statement in this leller to
the effect that our type of fiction is uninteresting
when it lias dcvelopcd iilto a fact. We tlinik that
we give eiiough interplanetary stories and others
of that type to stay clcar of this fatal rock ot
fact to which our correspondent objects, and then
there is another statement in the letter, namely,
that the world wants a fact for everythmg that s
told it. You see. you have us betweeu the horns
of a dilemma.—EDITOR.1

189,

AMAZING STORÏES
SKINDERVIKEN
Transmitter

Units

95c

w,

Two for
$1.75
Have hundreds of uses. Eveiy amateur should bave
two or three of these ampliners in his laboratory.
A FEW USES FOR THESE UNITS
-LOUO
SPEAKER
jS ooîAxcr
RANSMI33I0NWh

LJ

e-—c-.
B»TTCft¥

*0010 LEAK-

mm

rowt.o^cT
\
ecc
tfci ■ :o
C«IcctA-xp
lOOO - A/^Plitico
•
- RADIO AMPLIFIER-'

"ONE STAOE
AMPLIFICATION

10 «tOUi
TUN Si

©ATTyrr
BuTTON
-TAI.KING UCHT
COOC PnACTlCINO OEVICE-'

•OTTCM
10 OPC-J'■0.O I
-OCTCCTOOOA.C-'S
M».»»!

-Ovl»
Cfc» "II- (-.••'.10 XKC BALOWIN PHONC AWDUriOl• HO
12 PAGE INSTRUCTION BOOKLET _
containing suggestions and diagrams for innumerable
uses, furnished with each unit.
WE PAY $5.00 IN CASH
for every new use developed for this unit
and accepted and puolished by us.
P. G. MICROPHONE .TRANSFORMER
A Modulation Transformer specially designcd for use with
theSkinderviken Transmitter .Unit.

For Sale at Leading Dealers
Or Order Direct, Uaing Coupon Below
SE ND NO MONEY
Order whatevcr you want. When the postman delivers
your order you pay him for whatever you have ordcrcd,
plus a few cents postage.
PRESS GUILD, INC.
A-5-28
16-18-A—East JOth St., New York. N. Y.
Please mailUnité,
me (or
at once
Sklndcrvlken
Transmuter
whlch I wlll pay the postman
9oc.,
plu» posiaee, or SI."G, plue postage. for 2 unlta.
Ploase
sali)
me
one
P.
G.
Microphone
Transformer,
for
whlch I wlll pay the postman $2, plus postage.

City

State

COMMENTS ON OUP. CORJJJ,SPONDENTS
FROM AN EDITORIAL MlND-CRITXCIZING THE CRITICS
Editor, Amazing Stories:
Afler concluding the pcrusal of the .Mardi issue
of Amazing Stories, the idea came to my mind,
why not crilicize the critics? Auyone can realize
the handicap you labor under in commenting ou the
"Discussion pages. You are corapelled to be diplomatie in order to préservé tranquility and render
animosity impossible, but al times you must long to
express voursdf without any restrielions. Consc(juently, 'l will takc npon myself the responsibility
of answering the varions letters as my mind dictâtes. l.ct us hope the trend of thought is in
unison with yours. Pardon the cgotistic attitude
and any cynical criticisms that may occur.
\ictor Lewis-- Initial comment adéquate, but
would add, as nerson»! advice, either strenglhen
your mind to dlgest horror stories or skip them
entirely. The y occur at rare intervais m this
magazine.
G. P. Simeon: Thanks for the support. Glad to
know a few of the stories mect with your approval, but bear in mind opinions vary and tlic
multitude must be catercd to collectively, not individiually. The initial comment covers the starlight question. Radium, électrons and the fourth
dimension are most assuredly scientific. Radium is
the only visible one of the three conceptions. The
electron hypqthesis has been generally accepted and
the fourth dimensional theory has a great number
of loyal adhérents.
Herman G.sGelfend: Extremcly wcll pleased to
see the younger génération interested in science.
L. G. Townsend: Initial comment adéquate, H. G.
Wells also deserves crédit for the varied seope of
his works. His is a marvclous intellect.
H. 1!. Hargrove: Initial comment adéquate. According to your favorites, you are of a practical
turu of mind with a leaning toward romance.
Maurice C. Vnlkman: Regarding your analysis
of War of the Worlds, wish to differ with you.
Kven the most eminent psychologists arc not gifted
with the power to say what your réaction will be
under stress. If it came to a practical démonstration, man might be worse than Wells depictcd him.
Due to the fact. therc are less than ten peoplc who
fully uuderstand Einstein's theory, we are elaled
to know you acquired the full knowledge from a
hand manual.
Salvador A. Papason: Initial comment adéquate.
P. Schuyler Miller: Admire your trend o£
thought. You are blessed with an open mind.
W. Pillino: Another thinker with an open mind—
one to be commended.
M. Wm. Gucrin: A little more Uterary expérience and you will appreciatc thosc you now condemn.
David Ireland: Initial comment adéquate,
Alvin Moore: Initial comment entirely covers
this.
T. A. Netland: Survival of the fittest is the
fundamental basis of existence. If you arc of the
opinion that there is a higher standard, you are
either without much worldly expérience or deluded
by the flowery trcaliscs pertaining to llie charactcrs
you mention. Your question as to a finer state of
matter than ether shows lack of concentration on
your part. The state you seck exists and manifests
ils existence in varions manners, but has never
been isolated for analysis. E. g., mental telcpathy
and bypnotism arc rccognized facts, but who will
and can essay an hypothesis as to the médium
employed. A thought is transmitted by purely mental force, it requires matcrial substance to penetrate th recipient's consciousness. Call it what
you will, it is matter. Varions trade names have
been applied, but your quality X is as good as any.
What sleep is or why il cornes is, as yet, not a
matter of agreemem. The only alternative onc
has is to note the changes during the procédure.
Blood pressure is lowered. blood vessels in the brain
are relaxed, although filled with lilood, and they
contract when sleep is disturbed or during dreams.
Respiration and ail vital processes have their ao
tivity reduced. Evidence is tending toward the
assumption that therc is some .looscning of the
connections between the différent éléments, such as
increased résistance at the synapsis, to the passage
of excitations, but the causation is conpectural.
Ncrvous action is not abolished and the mind still
gathers and croates impressions. The absolute
UNCONSCIOUS state is never reached until
death. It is obvious sleep is a state of relaxation
conducive to the restoration of tissues. The effccts
of fatigues arc nullified, cell bodics restored and
wastc products climinated from the blood and muscle. This should prove ils vital necessity, until a
chemical substitute can be made to perform these
dutics. Would suggest you read Psychology of
Dreams, by Dr. E. W. Walsh. as your questions
are treated in détail in this volume.
Johnnie Walker: Unless one believes in the Einstein theory, your preordained destiny remains to
be created by nobody but yourself. Whatever
thoughts, sounds or actions you are responsible for
in the past, are still here, although they have undoubtedly lost their identity. E. g., if you whistled
a tune twenty years ago, the vibrations you created
are still in existence. To prove this theory, capture your vibrations and lengthen or shorten them
to their original state and your auditory members
ivill reproducc them once again. As far as the
future is concerned, there is no future. There is a
certain amount of matter, never increasing or decreasing. at our disposai, which has been remodeled
tinie and again through the countless aeons, The
future in store is to assist in the présent reconstruction, which in turh, will sooner or later go

Achleve

SUCCESS
In Radio
New course gives finest
instruction obtainable
You Can Learn at Home!
Good pay from the start,
rapid advancement.and phénoménal success—a life profession of fascinacing brainwork—that is what Radio
holdsforthemanwhoknows
his subject thoroughly.Since
R.L.DUNCAN. 1909 Radio Institutc oif
Director,
America has trained thouRadio Instituts sands to become successful
of America
and
author of
eevcral volumes in the many branches of Rain radio.
dio. Are you going to plod
along at a thirty-five dollar a week job
when REAL MONEY is waiting for you
in radio?
Netv Course Finest Ever
Prominent radio menhaveenthusiascically grectcd RIA's
new course as che most complète and up-to-date offered
f
today. Ail this first-quality
cquipment is furnished FREE
WITH THE COURSE-parts
for making many practical
radio circuits and the Peerless
Signagraph for code instruction.

O m
nar

RI A backed by RCA, G-E
and Westinghouse
You get ail the benefits of instruction conductcd
by RCA and sponsored by RCA s associâtes. O-F.
and Westinghouse. Our eraployment departmeot
is at the service of graduâtes.
Study at Home!
Moreover you can STUDY AT
RADIO i (urmna
HOME—when you please and as
long as you please.
This new booklet describinç the
course is just off the press. If you
want to learn more aboutthe well
paying positions in this fascinatiog
profession send the coupon now
for your copy.
RADIO 1NSTITUTE OF AMERICA
Dept. H-5 326 Broadway, New York City
RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, Dept.H-S
326 Broadway, New York City
Dear Mr. Duncan:
Please send me your new catalog. I wantto
know more about your new radio course.
Name
Address

190

AM/^ING STORIES

▲

W"ff
GETS FARAWAY STATIONS LOUD ANO CTEAR
ii^f
REGARDLESS OF STATIC CONDITIONS
Radio
Ktmlnccrs
and
hundrcda
of
usera
roimrt
that
/.or-O-Limiii-uor thc sensational ncw Ground Antenna, bcïs uetter long
(llslanccnoises,
rcrepllcn.
almost unbellcvablo
(ccodom
from stauo
and
Biusido
far greater
selccllïlty and
marvclously
clear and
C
l 1
ir Cur?iT'of li Lf'says: "Thero's no such thlng as static trouble
sl'neo I col mï Aer-O-Liralnator. I gct stations 1 never got
beforo—so loud and clear 1 would almost swear they woro in tlio
next
room."
are knows
treo from
overhead
aerials In
Hiataddition
everyoneyou
nmv
aro troublesomo
slatlc-gathorers.
Aer-O-Xiinilnator
(Ground
Antenna)
is simple
and casy to
install. Takes but a few minutes.
,r\
Free Trial
Makc this
tlirilling test at our
riskl Rush This Important Coupott
ilnslall
an Aor-O-Limlnator
(Ground
jAntonna). Leave your old overhead
CURTAN MPC. CO..
acrial ui>. Try out on a nignt wncn
154 K. Krlo Street, Dcpt 97C-G
static
is bad.
If you doinnotfrccaom
Bct a
Chicago. UL
wonderful
improvoment
from static, groater solectlvlty and
Plcase scnd mewilhat détails
onco coin'plcto
description
of
clear. sweet tone wlthout inlcrfering I Acr-O-LIminalor
of guurantce,
Scientillc
noises,
you can't
reoeption on ifstations
tbat gct
arc good
drowneu
by t î'rouf and FREE TRIAL OFFER.
stallepayonusyour
oldcent
acrial.
you need
.not
a red
for this
lest. | Naine
Scnd
coupon
loday
for
scientHlc «
cxplanation of Aor - O - lAmlnator
Addrcss
(Ground
proof ofIron-bound
pcvionnimco.
andAntenna).
our concîuaive
City
gnarantoe and remarkablo Frco Trial
Offcr. Scnd coupon loday 1
Stato
CURTAN MFG. CO.
I
154 E. Eric
St.. III.
Dept. 976-G
Chicago.

A New Hôtel Witlhoiit^UP!
IT'S NEVER BEEN DONE BEFORE !
One Price for AU the Rooms !

COME AND COMPARE !

""jpHE twelve-story fireproof
Cornish Arms Hotél, jusc
opened, bas eliminated ail the
hokum of "up" prices. This
convenient and comfortable new
hôtel has oniy one price for a
single room and bath, $3.00
per day.
Double room for
two, with bath, $4.50. Remember, there are no "ups."
There's a bath with every
room; 340 rooms to select from.
Excellent restaurant service at
moderate prices.
Fivc minutes to Times Square,
five minutes to Penn. Station,
eight minutes to Grand Central,
and near ail Steamship Lines.

Cornish Arms Hôtel
WEST 23d STREET, at Eight h Avenue
NEW YORK

FOREST RANGERS
M EN. gct Eorcst "Ranger lob: S125-$200 mo. and
honic furnlslicd: hunt. ftsh, trap. etc. For détails writo
Norton. Inst., 1572 Temple Court, Dcnvcr. Colo.

THIS CLASS PIN 30c.
' 19or more, Silver plaie, Siuglepln840cea. choice 2 colors ea7 .nrael,31etterfl, date. SterlingSilvcr, 12 or moro 50c ca. Single
pid.s COc.oa. Fre« Cat. «howu î'iDB,Rings,Emblcms25c to gSca.
605 METAL ARTS CO., Inc., 805 Porlland Ate., Rochcsler, N.T.

Insure your copy reaching you each month. Subscribe to Araazing Storles—$2.50 a year.
Expérimenter Publishing Co., 230 Fiftb Avenue, N. Y. C.

back to its componcnt parts to bc rcmodcled once
more.
George L. Reed: Initial comment adéquate.
Kalpfa L. Myers: Initial comment adéquate.
George A. Wines: The light waves do not catch
up. Thc flyer mcrely caught up with thc roflection
waves that were alrcady there. This is treated in
reply to G. P. Simeon by the Editer.
Jack Darrow: Initial comment adéquate.
H. Potter: Initial comment adéquate.
As I have aheady consumed more space than
neccssary, I will terminale rather abruptly. Hoping this attempt atïords you a bit of humor and
sînccrcly truslmg you are not to be deluged with
Ictters complimenting me on my hloatcd ego. I
rewrite copy in order to securc my daily hread and
that fact makes it second nature for me to contradict other pcople's versions. So spare my humble
elTorts.
C. P. Townsend,
Branford, Conn.
[We have published many commeuts in this colunin concér-ning our storics, but here one of our
corrcspondcnts who possesses the éditorial mind,
gives seriatim critiçism of many of our corrcspondenls' letlers, and we are sure that this communication will hc grcatly enjoyed by many of
those who write to us and wbose Ictters have appeared in this department of the magazine. In a
sense, this is the most original letter we have ever
published. Now for a gas attack by super-supercrilics, on this super-critic.—EDITOK.J
CONCERNING "TEN MILLION MILES SUNWARD"—AN ADMIRER OF H. G. WELLS—
WHAT THE CELEBRATED CRITIC,
WILLIAM ARCHER, SAYS
_
ABOUT HIM
Editor, Amazing Stories:
In the currcnt (March) issue of Amazing
Stories, the story which 1 conjûdered by far. thc
hest was Geoffroy He\Velckc's Ta: Million Miles
Sunward. Not only was it well told and of absorbîng interest, but it contained just enough science ty give vcrsimilitude to the taie. As to the
acCuracy of that science, I am not compétent to
judge. Tlowever, ï am inclincd to believe that thc
feat of diverting the carth from its orbxt is beyohd
the rcalms of possibility. And even were such a
stupendous projcct achicvcd, it could only rcsult
in universal chaos, for thc planets of the solar System arc so dclicately halanced that the slightest
déviation from its course of so huge a mass as the
Car(li could not fail lo precipitate a catastrophe.
But I need not indulge further in such futile
gnesses. for by the time this Ictler is printed—if
at ail—Professer Luylcn's solution will alrcady have
appeared; and I am not one to contest in the limelight with a Harvard don.
Thereforc I shall turn to a subject with which
I am more familiar; namely, the récent attempts
of some misguidcd readers to disparage thc stories
of II. G. Wells. There is no need for me to défend
Mr. Wells against these insignilicant diatribes; but,
for the édification of his dctraclors, let me quotc
what William Archer, in his criticism of God, thc
Invisible Kino, says of Mr. Wells: "No qiiest is
loo pcnlous l'or him, no forlorn hope too daring,
Hc led thc first explorer s to the moon. Ho it was
who lured the Martiahs to earth and exterminated
them with microbes. He has ensnared an angel
from the skies and cxpiscated a mermaid from thc
deep. He bas mounîed a Time Machine (of his '
own invention) and gone carcering down the vistas
of thc Future."
This deserved trlbute from a man who bimself
is prominent in English Ictters need s no élaboration.
As Mr. C. P. Prescbtt rcmarked in a récent letter.
the critics of H. G. Wells are more to be pitied
than heeded. Were this magazine to contain but a
single story in each issue, and that by 11, G. Wells,
I should continue to purchase it and considcr myself
amply repaid.
I notice that a number of readers are continuaîly asking for reprints of certain masterpieces of
scientifiction which have appeared in other magazines. In adding my request to thelrs, 1 would
spccify the following: On thc Brink of 2000. After
a Million Years, and Between World s. by Garrot
Smith; Thc Mctal Empcror. I)y A. Merritt; and
The Pire F copie, by Ray Cummings. Of course,
I do not suggest the reprinting of ail these stories.
but I would be highly gratified to see any one of
them in this magazine.
A. T., Classer,
981 Forest Ave.. New York, N. Y.
[Tcn Million Miles Sunward is certainly a very
elever story, and the little scqncl. as it may be
cal led, giving Professer Luylcn's clear expîanation
of this possibility, makes it a lin?e more valuable.
Sqmetimcs wc feel that we lear"" more through our
mistakes than from everyday instruction. Mistakes
can bc made to do good, sometimes exceeding thc
harm they may have donc, and this story has donc
much to clarify the ideas of many readers on cosmic pbysics.
We wonder what some of the critics of Mr.
Wells will think when they read the extract from
thc great English critic, William Archer.
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THE BEST STORIES, BOTH SHORT
AND SERIAI.
Edilor, AWA'ZTNG StoBIEs:
I am onc of jour faithful readers and have not
missed a single story since Amazisc. Stories was
Iïothï I have auempted several letters. but bave
always thrown Iliem away bciorc giving you a
chance to do Ibc same.
1 a m very nmch interested m your Discussions,
and also cnjoy rcadSng Mr. (lernsback's éditorials.
My ouiv kick, which 1 am going 10 gel ont of my
System rigln now, is the date ol thc appearancc ni
your publication. As soon as I rcceived my 1-ebruarv number I read abolit thc Ouarterly. also the
statement that it wonld appear on Jannary zOth.
.-Vs soon as ihe twentieth came, I rushea to thc
uewsstaïKl for a copy. After a wait ot a little
over thvee weeks, 1 was able lo sccurc onc. 1
suppose you had somc reason lor it, but "
magazine' is poing to corne ont on l-ebniary 13lh
instead of January 20th, I wish that you would
at IciftSt give us a nearcr "'idea ' (winch is ail your
date seems to have "bcen) of the day we can
securc it.
Thc following are the b^t short stoncs you
have published. in my opinion: H- hispering Ethcr
Charles S. Wolfe; The Mon H ho Could H or h
Miracles, by H. G. Wells; Thc M an ITho Could
Vauish, hy A. Hyatt Verrifl; The Green ^plotchcs,
by T. S. Stribling; Thc Time Machine, by H. G. ,
Wells; The Radio Ghost. by Otis Adelbcrt Khne; i
ArouHd the ( inverse, by Ray C ummings; .and Be- :
Iw the Tufra Red, by (jcorge Paul Paner
l have selectciî the following sériais that stand
out in my memory: Station X; A Columbus of
Space: First Mcn in thc Moon ; The h and That j
T ime Fomol: Moon Pool; 'ïreasures of V antalus, ,
and The Moon of Doom. As for thc last mentioneU, I thinlc it was great! I fecl rather prend
as il was wrimn by one of my fellow townsmen.
Thc day hcforc the Quarlerly came ont, the Augusla
paner carricd an item ahout it, including a photo of
Mr. Bell.. RCturning to the aliove stories, 1 tlnnk
that Lan,! That Time F or go! was the^best. wlnlc
The Moon Pool and The Trcasurcs of Tamalus ran
as close seconds.
I notice that onc of your readers says that the
books of Wells. Verne and other old wnters can
be secured at the liookstores and thaï we woifld
rather have new stories. 1 notice an advertisemerit in your magazine: The M aster of the World,
pricc. $2.50. I would rather you would give ns
thc "classics" in the magazine, because snch are
absolutely ont of my reach otherwise in most cases.
I will close by asking for three things; More
illustrations: more sériais (1 certainly cannot get
atome with jnst onc a nionllil); and more stories
by Edgar Ric'c Burrouglis, A. Merritt. Prof. Servis's (if he lias written any that yon have not
hitherto published), Garrot Smith. Mcl-eml Windsor, Ray t ummings and Clément Fezandié. I beg
that you grant just as much of the'last request as
possible.
G. Colcman f-uck.
2006 Wriglltsboro, AuguSta, Ga. j
[We would like to have Had the chance given ns :
to have thrown away your préviens letter, because. I
judging by the présent one. we would certainly
never have doqe so. There lias heen considérable [
trouille in getting somc of our varions publications
on thc newsstands on lime. There were varions
rcasons. including a flbotling of one of thc estahlishments, due to a break in thc water System, and
this is only oné of several things. which occasioncd
thc unfortunat'e delay, so yon will have to excuse
what we may fairly term the unavoidable troubles
of a publisher. Vour spécifications of thc stories
which you like are vety interesting and we are
glad lo sec that Mr. Bell received crédit in one
of your local papers for his very line work. W c
have given a great many "classics'' iu mir magazine and hope to continue doing so. We arc sure
that if yon will look haok on onr work of the last
few yea'rs. j'ou will realize somc wondcrffilly good
things bave bcen laken out of the past. We cannot
sav we have rescued tbem from oblivion, but as
wê have nsed them they have had a great elfect
in giving a very high standard io Amazixg Stobies.
—EDITOR.l
I
AN UNNAMED APPROVER OF
PEDESTRIANS
E'ditor, Amazing Stories;
r
I am writing to tell you of my interest in a
story which appoared in ihc Fchrnary issue of your
magazine. The Revoit of Ihe Pcdestrians, by David
II. Keller, M.i)., seems particularly convnroing
in ils imaginative conception. The "science" of
the story is emliodied in snfficiently simple ternis
for the usual reader and tins veiled satire is most
interesting.
I believe that most of the reasomng is Ime and
logical. and it seems lliat snch stories sliould stir
automobilists to question the adVisability of their
chosen paslimc. AU in ail, it is a thonghl-provokiiig
story. Other stories of its caliher should strengthen
your magazine. I think.
"An Interested Reader."
Gilneo, Texas.
[This letter gives a version of what we (ind from
our correspondent to be quite a général appréciation of The Revolt of thc Pedestrians. The contrast between the non-pedestrians with their atrophied legs and the charming girl who had not
yieldeti to the général custom and so kept her
physique intact, was certainly very well told and
after ail. there's a worthy moral in the story—we
ebould utilize onr powers. Iioth muscular and mental, to ohlain Ihe hest resnlts.—EDITOK.]

OPPOR
^JNITY AD-LETS
This column will appear monthly
in Amazing Stories
Rate—six cents a word. 10% discount for 6 issues and 20% for 12
issues. Cash should accoiupauy ail advcrtiscmcnls unless placcd by an
accredited advertising agency. Advenisenients for less than 10 words
not acccpted.
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING GO.
230 Fifth Avenue
New York City
AGENTS WANTED

DETECTIVES

ARVEO POLISîl IXG CLOTUS sell cvcrywhere
for 25c. New and improved. Absolutely saie
for hands and ail kiuds of nierais. Exclusive
icrriiories open lo first class agents. Write
for our unusual proposition. Arveo Industries,
Box W" A. Gosse lie. Mlchigan.
Mon and wonien wanted to scll subscriptioiis
tu tlieir own communities; Can make a dollar
an hour in sparc lime. Two Icading magazines,
li'elp given to beginners. Write for information
at
Pubhshing
... once. Agency
Ag . Dcpt.
. Expérimenter
.
Co-, 250 Fifth Ave.. N. N. t".
Vour own business! $100 woekly sure. _ Novcl
Suction Ash Roceivcr. Sclls on siglit. Used m
auto. home, office. Quick sales. Send for détails. or 50c for attractive samplc with four
selling plans. Dent. CT-SOO, Gordon Co., 110
E, 23fd St.. New \ ork.
YOI" ARE W'ANTED TO RESXLVER MIRRGRS AT MOME. Immense profits plating ailtoparts, tabl'eware etc. Write for information.
SPRINKLE, Plaler, 815, Marion, Indiana.

DETECTIVES Karn Big Money. Travcl, Make
secret investigations. Expérience unneccssary.
Particnlars free. Write, American Détective System, 2190 Broadway. N. V.
GHOST STORIES
A 250 page ciothbound book containing 25 of
the most thrilling, gripping ghost stories you
have ever road in your iife. Sent postpaid for
$l.i*i. Address: Weiners' Service. 303 East
Sth Street, N. Y. C.
MISCELLANEOUS

French Novelfies for Men. Send direct to
"Gay Parce" for sample and lists. Only 2j>c
stamps (not coin). D. Morcy, Boite Postale so,
Dept. 739, Paris. France. (French postage 5c).

MOVIK SUPPLIES and Filins. John J. Young,
General P. O. Box 28. New York City.
Comic Peu and^ Ink Sketch made front your
photo for $1.00. Send snapshôt and state hobby,
l'hoto returned uninjurcd. Address Herbert
Scott, Jr., Box 556, Saltsbuvg, Pa.
FORMS to casl l.ead Soldiers. Indtans. Marines,
Trappers. Animais, 151 k i mis. Send l'Oc for
illustrated catalogue. II. C. Schicrcke, 1034 72d
St., Brooklyn, N. V,
Code Messages Deciphered. Absolute Secrecy.
Write for détails. Address Marshall Robert
Bcymcr, 41-40 74th Street, Jackson Heights, L. 1.

ART PHOTOS

PRINTING OUTFITS AND SUPPLIES

Importcd Parisian Fancy Goods, For Mcn.
Kind Hard to Get. Samples_ with 1928 list—
SI.00. Capawan Productions, Box 642, McAdoo,
Pcnna.

COMPI.EFE PRINTING OUTFITS, presses,
type, ink, payer, supplies. Write for catalog,
Kelsey Ce.. G-67. Mcriden. Conn.

ART

BOOKS
For sale—Argosy, Allstory popular, adventurc
and other magazines 10c a copy. Also books by
H. (i. Wells. Jules Verne, for S.75 and $1 eacli.
Scicntifiction à specialty. Richard Zorn, Nortb
Baltimore, Ohio.
IIYPNOTÎ'SM WINS! 25 casy lessons and 248
page illustrated référencé guide. $2.00. "Mindreading" (any distance). Wondcrful, $2.00. Science Insl'itiite, A430. Miiwankee Ave., Chicago.
BUSINESS OPPORTUNXTIES
$100 per month in your home, folding, mailing
circulars. We furnish everything. Pamculars
and samplos 25c. Adams Mailing Service, S-84a,
Box 102. Frackville. Pa.
Free Book. Starl little Mail ©rder business.
I-îadwil. 5A-74 Cortlandt Street. N. Y.
AMATEUR CARTÔONISTS: Make Money in
spare lime with new cartoon selling plan. Write
SMITH'S SERVICE. Wenatchce, Wash.
Want to make a dollar an hour in your spare
ti.me? Send for ftill information Agency Dept.
Expérimenter Publishing Co., 230 Fifth Ave.,
N. Y. C^
CHEMISTRY
Subscribe to Thc New POPULAR CHEMXSTRY: ! A mont 11 ly Chemical magazine containing the latest cliemical news, experiments, formulas, recent advancements in medicine. and other
interestSttt featnres. Three trial copies. 30 cents,
One vear for $1.00. Book catalog free to yearly
snbsc'rihcrs. Popular ChAnistry Company, Dcpt.
JC, Swedeshoro. N. T.
CORRESPONDENCË COURSES
Used Correspondcncc Schooi courses sold on repurchase hasis. Also rented and exchauged.
Monoy-back guarantee. Catalog free. (Courses
bought). I-ce Mountain. Pisr/irt, Alabama.

PRINTING, ENGRAVING, MULTIGRAPHING
200 LETTERIIE ADS and 100 ENVELOPES,
$1.10. postpaid. OBERMAN COMPANY, Box
1268, Chicago.
SALESMEN WANTED
Scll us your sparc tinic. Solicit subs-cripiions
foc two leading magazines in your city. You
can make a dollar au hour easy. Write for- fuil
information. Agency Dept., E'x|icrimcntcr Pub.
Co., 230 Fifth Ave., New York City.
SONG POEMS
Song Poem Wrilers—Have bona fide proposition. Hibbeler, D165, 2104 N. Kcystone Ave.,
Chicago.
Song Poem Writers. Write Sequçia Songwiiters' Service,-Sherinaii Brandi, Los Angeles, Calîf.
Song Poem Wrilers—Have bona (ide proposirioii. Hibbeler, D165, 2104 N. Kcystone Ave.,
Chicago.
SONG WRITERS
SONG WRITERS: Substantial Advance Royaltîes ait paid on publishable work. Anyonc having
original ideas for songs may subinit poems- for
examinai ion and free advice, Walter New corner. 1674 Broadway, New York.
STAMPS Se. COINS
50 Britisli-Golonials—12c. 50 Frencli-Colonials—
14c. 30 Dnnz 16—12c. AI! three 30c. Kochler,
642 Meredith St.. Dayton. Ohio.
STAMP COLLECTORS
100 Différent Stamps Free to approval ap
cants enclosiug 2c. Try our fanions 10'
packels. 4 Liberia, 5 Panama. 4 Nortli B >
5 I-iavti. 5 Iceland. 6 Madagascar. Merrita
Co.. 1317 Ridge Ave.. Stcubeiiville. Ohio
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